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FEED'S LITTLE DAUGHTER 



CHAPTEB L 

WANTED— AN AITSWEB. 

" What is to be done with little Katharine 
Morris ?" 

Every one in the Yard was asking this 
question, and no one answered it. But 
whether they asked it or did not answer it, 
all alike looked very sad and said, softly and 
kindly, « Poor little thing ! " 

Only one week before, few of them had 
known her except as one of the Morris chil- 
dren. She was just a merry little girl like 
many another in a full and happy home the 
world over. People smiled pleasantly on her 

when they met her running about, rosy and 
5 
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Wanted— An Answer. 



smiling herself, but she was neither "that 
magnificent boy," as they spoke of Fred, nor 
"that great, splendid fellow" the baby, nor 
even one of the twins, so they forgot her as 
soon as she was out of sight. Now — now she 
was too sadly well known in the Yard, and 
out of it wherever the papers carty the news. 
She was now the lonely little orphan, left 
fatherless and motherless, sisterless and 
brotherless, in one bright, short day. 

No wonder every one said, very softly and 
very kindly, " Poor little thing ! " 

The yellow fever had been very bad in the 
Yard that year from the first, and the other 
officers had hurried away on leave, or sent 
their families North without them, as soon as 
it appeared. But Katharine's father was the 
surgeon, and his place was with the sick. He 
had tried to arrange for the going away of 
his wife and children, but one disappoint- 
ment after another had altered all his plans. 
It ended in waiting quietly in their own quar- 
ters for a long leave, when it should all be 
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over in the cooler weather. At any rate, his 
wife <Jid not wish to leave him to the lonely 
horror of such a summer in the midst of suf- 
fering. She was so bright and strong and 
loving that she feared nothing, and believed, 
with care and peace, they were all safe in the 
place where it was "home" and where his 
duty kept him. 

It had been a pleasant summer to the chil- 
dren, who only saw that their father was very 
busy, out a great deal, and very tired and 
quiet when he came in. He was not so ready 
to play with them as usual, and very often he 
a forgot " to pet them in his gentle, tender 
way. They missed some of their little play- 
mates, too, but " mudder " was better than 
any one else to " make a good time," and now 
she had nothing to So in her u playtime " — 
no ladies to visit, no dinners to go to, and no 
dances to get ready. They had her all to 
themselves, and they asked for nothing bet- 
ter. They were not afraid, for they did 
not know the meaning of the word, and they 
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never fretted. " Madder n kept them always 
glad. 

At last it seemed all to be over. Some of the 
officers and their families were back at their 
quarters, and Dr. Morris had begun to think 
of rest and freedom from care and responsi- 
bility of helpless men's lives, which always 
weighed upon him, when there came an un- 
expected outbreak of the pest, and it swept 
the Morrises' Jiome like a swift, sharp sword. 
Fred, the eldest child, was the first to sicken, 
but the doctor himself was the first to die. A 
few hours after the fever had shown itself he 
fell at the bedside of his wife and baby, never 
rousing again. They carried him to the grave 
at sunset, with the dead baby in his arms, and 
through the room where his wife and Fred 
lay dying. The twins lived only until mid- 
night. In the dim dawn of the next day 
Katharine crept noiselessly from her little 
white bed in the dressing-closet of her 
mother's room, where she had cried herself 
to sleep, only knowing that everything was 
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strange and sad, and peeped timidly from the 
window at the silent funeral. Three coffins 
— the twins were scarcely more than babies 
and had never slept apart — and a few of the 
officers and men were all she saw. She was 
too little and too ignorant of all sorrow to 
know fully what it meant for her, and there 
was no one — no one at all — to tell her any- 
thing. But the empty room in wild confu- 
sion, the empty beds in the disordered nursery 
which she saw through the open door, the 
silence where she had always heard at least a 
gentle breathing or a child's soft, restless 
murmur, were quite enough to chill and 
frighten even merry little Katharine. She 
began to cry piteously and to run from room 
to room, calling for Charlotte. A vague yet 
awful certainty that her father and mother 
could not answer ; that, if they could have 
helped it, they would never have left her " all 
alone/' drove her thus to the nurse for com- 
fort. But Charlotte had gone hours before, * 
terrified into helplessness by the very name 
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of the fever. The other servants never slept 
in the house, and had not returned after the 
doctor's funeral, even the best and most 
stout-hearted among them appalled at the 
misery they could not combat or relieve. In 
vain poor little Katharine called and 
screamed. The house was empty, closed 
and locked, and, more than that, avoided. 
Katharine was forgotten. 

It was several hours before a thought of 
her occurred to Mrs. Ramsey, the Captain's 
wife, as she sat in her own room holding her 
sleeping baby, and thinking with a softened 
heart over the sorrowful emptiness of the 
once charming home. The Morrises had been 
such a loving, joyous, beautiful family. 
Father and mother and children had all 
been so handsome, and he so tender, she so 
wise and glad-hearted. The baby was just 
about the age of her own dear little son, and 
the dear little twins ! And Fred ! And — 
oh, what had become of the other little girl ? 
No one had thought of her. 
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Mrs. Ramsey dropped the baby on the bed 
and rushed down to her husband in the din* 
ing-room. A party of the officers were with 
him, already discussing and arranging the 
affairs of their brother officer, for whom they 
were so suddenly called to act. Mrs. Ramsey 
burst in upon their grave consultation in a 
way that startled them, and brought the Cap- 
tain to his feet. 

" My dear ! " he exclaimed — he was much 
older than she was and had not been married 
many years — " Are you ill ? What has hap- 
pened ?" 

" Oh, the little girl ! " cried Mrs. Ramsey. 
"Little Katharine Morris. Does any one 
know — has she been taken care of by any 
one ? Oh, do you think she can have been 
forgotten in that awful house ? " 

The look of consternation was general on 
all faces. 

" There is another child, you know," con- 
tinued Mrs. Ramsey. "There were five 
Morris children, I am sure." 
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"Well, really, I don't know," said some 
one, looking helplessly around him. 

"If Mrs. Birney were here, she could tell 
all about it," put in her husband, "but I 
can't say, although the children were often 
in with our little ones. But they were all of 
one size." 

"So they were," assented the youngest 
man among them, " but I remember this lit- 
tle thing. She was a good-natured little 
mite — not so pretty as the others — with dark 
eyes and hair." 

Mrs. Ramsey burst into tears at the mere 
thought of the horrors she had imagined for 
the child if forgotten. She was a tender- 
hearted young mother, who had seen nothing 
of trouble or sickness of any kind, and this 
had been a terrible first experience. The 
Captain had to leave the others to soothe her, 
suggesting to them that some one go at once 
to the house and find out if the child were 
there. The chairs had been pushed back 
from the table where they were bending over 
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reports and notes when Mrs. Ramsey entered, 
and writing and revising had all been scat- 
tered to the winds in the shock she had ad- 
ministered. They were ready to walk out 
into the open air, at least, although the kind- 
liest-hearted among them shrank from the 
thought of the fever-laden atmosphere of 
the deserted house and its distressing memo- 
ries. 

But they walked on, silently and steadily, 
the short distance that lay between them and 
the pretty, vine-shaded porch. The man 
with the keys followed them quickly, and a 
group of spectators gathered at a distance, 
already whispering among themselves of 
noises heard and " white ladies " seen at the 
windows. Captain Ramsey, walking rapidly, 
overtook them at the door, and it was thrown 
open. 

No sooner had they entered than a small, 
white-gowned, dishevelled creature flew to- 
wards them down the stairs. With out- 
stretched arms and trembling, silent lips 
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little Katharine appealed for protection to 
every manly heart before her. Captain Ram- 
sey made one step forward and took her in 
his arms. " My dear little girl ! " he said. 
* My poor little one ! Will you ever forgive 
us ? The child is as cold as ice even on such 
a day as this ! " he said indignantly, turning 
to the others. 

She could not speak. She had cried and 
called until she was hoarse and weak, and she 
was hungry and thirsty and — oh, so fright- 
ened! She thought they were never coming 
— that no one was ever coming, " not ever 
any more." And oh, what had they done 
with "farder" and "mudder"? In the 
agony of her terror and her longing she 
looked up and gasped the beloved names. 

Captain Ramsey folded her closer. The 
others turned and went out on the porch. 

u I can't stand this ! " said the youngest 
man among them, and choked on the words. 
The others shook their heads, and one of 
them silently raised his hat. 
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"My dear little girl !" was all the Captain 
could utter. 

He took up a plaid that lay on a chair in 
the hall, and folded it about her, tucking it 
over her little bare white feet, and covering 
her poor little tangled curls with its soft 
warmth. He wanted to wrap her from head 
to feet in love and sympathy and protection, 
to be father, mother, sister, brother — all that 
the lonely little thing might want or miss. 

" Come with me to Mrs. Baaisey," he said. 
" She will know what you want, and how to 
tell you all you do not know. She will do- 
will do as your mother would like to have it 
done, my dear." 

And there was something in .the Captain's 
grave speech and quiet strength that Katha- 
rine understood and took comfort from. When 
he unfolded the plaid from her little flushed 
face in his own parlor five minutes later, and 
looked from it to his wife's gentle eyes, the 
little orphan was sleeping, tired out and at 
rest in a child's confiding trust 
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And then it was, after that rescue from 
the empty house, that every one began to ask 
the question, " What is to be done with little 
Katharine Morris ? " The Ramseys might 
take her into their hearts as into their home, 
and the others might all grieve with her and 
for her — and they did, too, for they were 
deeply and unselfishly moved. Her father's 
life had been too noble, and too regardless of 
self, not to leave its mark, and her mother had 
deserved well of all women and all men — but 
there were many things to be considered. 
Had she no relatives ? Were there no homes 
anywhere upon which there had fallen a 
shadow with that death-stroke which she 
might help to lift ? Might there not be 
some prospect, some future that was her due, 
to which they might help her ? 

Certainly there was something to be done 
with little Katharine Morris. The question 
remained, however, what was that some- 
thing? 
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ANSWERED. 

The one who was least interested in the 
question was Katharine herself. After the 
terrible ordeal through which she had 
passed on that first morning, the relief 
and security of Captain Ramsey's kind pro- 
tection and the loving sweetness of pretty 
Mrs. Ramsey's reception and care were all 
such a baby needed in her first grief. She 
had not fully awakened when the Cap- 
tain laid her on the bed beside the sleeping 
boy Mrs. Ramsey had so hurriedly abandoned 
in the shock of remembering Katharine, but 
had smiled drowsily and sweetly in his face, 
and turned on the pillow to the unconscious- 
ness of a child's healthy sleep after excite- 
17 
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ment, from which everything had hitherto 
guarded her. 

Mrs. Ramsey watched that sleep anxiously 
and was at her side the instant she awoke 
with such soothing and gentle gayety as could 
only encourage f orgetfulness, and Katharine 
met every advance with her usual happy dis- 
position. A child of little more than five 
years old learns to remember only by losses, 
and Katharine had never before missed from 
her short life anything that she valued. At 
first she was modestly shy but pleased, and 
gradually grew well acquainted with Mrs. 
Ramsey and the baby. The Captain coming 
in later, heard a gay little laugh. He was 
startled but relieved — immensely relieved. 

" A mere baby, thank God ! " he thought. 
u It is better so. She will never suffer as she 
would have done had she been older. Every 
one must be kind to an orphan. And such 
an orphan as this ! " 

He went up the stairs almost eagerly and 
light-heartedly to pet her, for in his secret 
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heart he had been dreading such sorrow as 
he had seen that morning. 

But, when the twilight brought bedtime to 
the nursery, came the memory of it all — of 
the sights and sounds she could not have 
been spared the day before, of the early, 
lonely waking in the empty house, of the 
long day without the dear playfellows, and, 
above all, of the bedtime romp and chatter 
with the beloved u f arder " and " mudder," so 
mysteriously absent. All broke with an over- 
whelming force upon the little, happy heart, 
and the outcry could not be hushed. 

" Oh, my mudder, my dear mudder 1 
Pease turn, mudder ! " she wailed, standing 
in the middle of the room with expectant 
face towards the door. "Mudder, if you'll 
turn, I won't be naughty — not never ! " 

There was an effort, heroic and pathetic 
to the lookers-on, to check the sobs, 
and even to smooth the little face into a 
trembling smile. The little hands were 
tightly clasped, and the little bosom heaving 
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under the restraint. "Mudder don't 'ike 
trying" she said, apologetically to Mrs. Bam- 
sey, whose own cheeks were wet with tears. 
" But, oh ! " with a sudden recurrence of her 
woe, " she's been so long ! An* I do want 
her!" 

" I know you do, darling I n was all Mrs. 
Ramsey could say. How was she to ever 
soothe or coax such real and comfortless 
sorrow as this ? 

But, little by little, a word and a soft 
caress, a close clasp and a gentle assurance 
of companionship through the night, and, 
finally, the suggestion of pleasing the dear 
mother by that good behavior the little one 
seemed to have clearly before her as her rule 
of conduct, brought peace to the troubled 
little soul. 

u An' farder, too," she said half jealously. 
"Farder is more sorry an* more sorry when 
the chiTens is bad. Farder is dood." 

"Yes, darling, he is. Every one knows 
that. And Katharine will be good, I «m 
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sure, so that father and mother shall be 
pleased." 

" Yes," with a long, quivering sigh. * An* 
you. An* him. Mudder said if I be dood, 
everybody loves me. I will be dood — in a 
minute." 

It was a struggle of one years older and 
far wiser, and it was victorious. 

"I am dood now," she said, looking up 
with a smile. " Put me in bed, an' — you tan 
tate the light away." 

Mrs. Bamsey lifted her tenderly to the 
white nest and covered her with a mother's 
touch. From the pillow came softly as she 
was leaving the room the plaintive voice once 
more : 

" If you will tiss me — like mudder, I tould 
make believe. An' if he would tiss' me like 
farder. Parder always does." 

Mrs. Bamsey turned back. She could kiss 
the little anxious mouth, but she could not 
speak — not even when she stood at the Cap- 
tain's aide in the cheerful room below and he 
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looked up to ask if he could do anything ? 
When she could answer him, it dimmed his 
eyes. Poor little thing f Almost reverently 
he bent over the pillow, and with a prayer 
for the dead father and a promise to him 
surging through his heart, he kissed and 
blessed the orphan. 

She neither moved nor spoke again. But 
Mrs. Ramsey knew it was long before she fell 
asleep. 

From that time she was like a child of 
their own, both to them and in her own view 
of her position. Obedient and loving, un- 
questioning and ready to meet every sugges- 
tion from them as a child responds to its 
parents, she gave little sign that she under- 
stood and felt the change that had come to 
her. To Mrs. Bamsey and the Captain, how- 
ever, she now and then gave proof that she 
had not forgotten — that potent as ever was 
the resolution to "be dood" that the dear, 
dear "farder and mudder" might be glad. 
Otherwise, she was content and happy — a 
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merry and a generous nature that must make 
friends. 

Glad indeed was Mrs. Ramsey that this was 
so when the change came. It comforted her 
not a little to believe that no one could be 
harsh or cold to the dear little stray nestling. 

" I have had a letter at last," said the Cap- 
tain, coming in one morning weeks later. He 
looked grave and perplexed. Mrs. Ramsey 
knew without a question the letter it must 
be and wasted no words. 

* Is there any one ? Do they want her ? 99 
she asked at once. 

"Yes," answered the Captain to both 
questions, resting his head thoughtfully on 
his hand. " There seems to be a number of 
them. I think there must have been some 
kind of trouble among them. This letter is 
from Katharine's aunt — her father's sister. 
It does not speak of the mother at all." 

He took it leisurely from his pocket and 
opened it. Mrs. Ramsey was very sure he was 
not glad to get it. 
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" It is a very good sort of letter," lie said, 
presently. " Plenty of money where it came 
from, I am pretty sure. Bead it and see 
what you think of it." 

It was a very elegant letter. It was writ- 
ten on the finest paper — white, of course — 
and it was well written. That is, the lady 
who wrote it was used to letter-writing in a 
dainty style, with plenty of time at her com- 
mand, as a lady should have, no abbreviations, 
and the perfect assurance that she knew ex- 
actly what to say to any one, from the Em- 
peror of China to the gardener's boy, and 
from the queen to the cook. It began with 
a very agitated expression of grief at the 
death of her brother in "such a peculiarly dis- 
tressing manner," and with the statement of 
unexplained " causes " for the news not hav- 
ing reached her at an earlier date — that is, 
the news of Katharine's survival, of whom 
she spoke only as " the child." She and her 
sister begged to hear at once all the details, 
and, also, to have "the child" sent to them. 
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With many apologies and assurances that she 
would have " communicated with the author* 
ities at a much earlier date" had she been 
able to do so, the letter was signed in a dash- 
ing, yet distinct, scrawl "Sara Bronson 
Morris" 

"I don't believe she cares whether 'the 
child ' is a boy or a girl ! " exclaimed Mrs. 
Eamsey. " How very strange that they knew 
nothing of the family, and that no one knew 
enough to write a letter of some kind 1 Poor 
little Katharine ! I wish we could keep 
her." 

The Captain knew Mrs. Bamsey was not 
glad to get the letter either. 

" Well, the fact that they have heard noth- 
ing directly from any one leads me to believe 
there was trouble in the family. Oh, nothing 
tragic or disgraceful, of course, but some fall- 
ing out. Otherwise, they would have known 
some particulars of the family life. But she 
ought to be with them. Morris would like 
that, I'm sure." 
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"Why should he, if they were not 
friends ?» 

" Because a family is meant to belong to- 
gether. Every man knows it is not exactly 
the most respectable thing in the world for 
his people to hold off from him and not even 
know whether his children are boys or girls 
or both. Morris was a man who loved his 
own, too. I imagine that tinge of sadness 
always about him was owing to this very 
thing. But we don't know anything about it. 
Only — it does seem to make it harder for the 
little thing. It is well for all of them that 
she is such a good little creature — the best 
child I ever saw ! She may never know of 
this, if they only get to know her first." 

u I wonder if she will want to go." 

"No," said the Captain briefly. "She is 
not a child to take root in many places, al- 
though she will be obedient, and she has prin- 
ciples already. I must confess — I would like 
to keep her. But it is all right — it is all 
right!" 
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H Have yon written to those people ? " 

" To Miss Sara Bronson Morris ? Yes, I 
wrote at once. It is time they knew all there 
is to know. Any more delay might prejudice 
them against the child. There is more than 
one, for she speaks of her sister. I fancy — " 

"Well?" 

" Oh, it's nothing but a fancy ! But that 
lady" — he pointed to the letter — "has a 
mind of her own and makes it up very de- 
cidedly out of scraps and trifles." 

Mrs. Ramsey was doubly sure now that the 
Captain did not feel pleased or satisfied with 
the letter. 

But he went out without more words, and 
came back in a better mood. He was a rea- 
sonable man, and hie soon took himself to 
task for his "fancies." It might be that 
Miss Sara Bronson Morris — that great, run- 
ning, dashing black name seemed always to 
pronounce itself to him in his thoughts — was 
quite other than he thought her, and, at all 
events, nothing must be said to the little girl 
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until more was known. No guesses of any kind 
must be made in her presence, for, whatever 
her sentiments, she must soon be borne away 
to find her only home with the strange aunts. 
Mrs. Ramsey agreed with him, and Katharine 
played on with the baby and the nurse as if 
she was settled for life in the Ramsey house- 
hold 
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AT HOME. 

Thebb followed a correspondence that 
could not be hurried. Miss Sara Bronson 
Morris was a lady who " wanted to know 99 a 
great many things, but told very little of 
what she knew herself. She wrote for her 
sister as well as herself, but she never men- 
tioned her sister's name, nor stated very ex- 
actly where either of them lived. Her letters 
were frequently dated from a place named 
Brightmar, but they were post-marked " here, 
there, and everywhere," now in Maryland, 
now in Pennsylvania, and now in Virginia. 
The Captain decided that she had plenty of 
money and " tripped about," as he said, visit- 
ing her family, and keeping them all in order, 

and that she would have a great deal to say 
29 
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about Katharine's future, whatever the others 
might do. 

But at length it was all arranged to the 
satisfaction of Miss Sara Bronson Morris, if 
not exactly as the Captain would have had it. 
Katharine was to go North with the Lyndes 
on the steamer to New York. Prom there 
she was to go to Brightmar with a friend of 
the Morris family — a gentleman who would 
call on Mrs. Lynde at the hotel and take 
charge of the little girl. 

"I wish I knew where she is going," said 
the Captain uneasily. " I don't suppose there 
is anything wrong. It's just a woman's way 
of doing business. I mean a woman who has 
never had any real business of her own to at- 
tend to or manage. She is such a little thing 
to go alone." 

"She is not going alone," said Mrs. Ram- 
sey. " Mrs. Lynde will take the best of care 
of her, and she and I have arranged it all. 
She will find out something from the gentle- 
man when he calls. She can do it, I know." 
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" Yes," said the Captain, only half satis- 
fied. 

" But — have you told her yet ? She has no 
idea of any change. And she is to go on Sat- 
urday ! This is Thursday." 

The Captain did not reply. But presently 
he opened the door into the hall and called 
gently: " Katharine, my girlie ! * She came 
running down the stairs. Time had passed 
quickly in the letter-writing, waiting, and 
changing of plans, so that it was seven 
months since that morning when she ran into 
his arms in her father's deserted quarters. 
Seven months' time makes more difference to 
five years than it does to thirty-five, and 
Katharine was a much older child than she 
had been then. No longer " one of five/' she 
had received more attention from every one, 
independent of the interest she still excited 
as the only surviving member of her family, 
and quick to observe, clever, thoughtful, she 
had grown out of her baby ways into a sweet 
and sensible childhood. 
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"I want you, little maid," said the Cap- 
tain. "I want to have a talk with you — a 
€ real long ' talk. Isn't that what you like ? " 

" An' Johnny, too ? He's not asleep. An* 
he's had his dinner." 

"No, not Johnny to-day — only Katharine 
Morris, my good little girlie. Sit down here 
on this big, old sofa, quite close to me. 
There, now we can talk in comfort ! Why, 
what a great, big, grown-up young lady you 
are getting to be ! " 

It was hard work. The Captain wished he 
had left it to Mrs. Ramsey. But, then, he 
remembered she had said she would not — 
could not tell it, if Katharine was never told. 

" Is this talking ? " gravely questioned 
Katharine. "Must grown-ups do this 
way?" 

"Yes, my darling, 'grown-ups' must do 
very much this way — and all sorts of things 
they don't want to do, either. Do you know 
your Aunt Sara, Katharine ? Did you ever 
see her ? Ever hear of her ? " 
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" It's Katie Lynde has aunts. I never had 
any" 

"Well, that is what we must talk about. 
Yes, you have an Aunt Sara and — an Aunt 
Mary. I think that must be her name." 

The child looked at him steadily. 

"Did they know farder ?" 

The Captain nodded. 

"An' mudder?" 

He nodded again, watching her solemn lit- 
tle face with the feeling that some dim mem- 
ory was struggling to make itself clear in her 
curly head. 

"Have they gone to my Aunt Sara's 
house ? " 

* No, girlie. They have gone to— gone to 
their Father's house. I cannot tell you any- 
thing about that, but they are safe in it. 
Aunt Sara's house is in Brightmar. Did you? 
mother never tell you about it ? " 

"No, she never did. Nor farder." 

Then she was silent, and no question made 
it easier for the Captain to tell what must be 
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told. Gradually — awkwardly enough — he did 
tell it, and made it all clear enough to her. 
She must go away on Saturday from Mrs. 
Ramsey and from the baby and from him; she 
must go with Mrs. Lynde, whom she did not 
know very well, and with Katie, who cried, 
and with Watterson, whom she disliked as a 
good little girl dislikes a bad little boy, who 
tells what is not true, and teases. Above all, 
she must go to this unknown Aunt Sara, 
and, perhaps, Aunt Mary. 

The Captain had no reason for bestowing 
Mary as her name on the " sister " who moved 
as a stately shadow through Miss Morris 9 
half of the correspondence, but the name 
seemed sweet and soothing to him, and he 
hoped rather than thought it would be 
the familiar sound to welcome home his 
"girlie." 

" How do you know ? " asked Katharine, 
after a pause that lasted long enough to dis- 
turb the Captain as to her reception of the 
news. " Who told you ? Maybe — maybe it 
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is like the 'things Watterson says?'— with 
a gleam of hope. 

"No," said the Captain hastily, for the 
wistful face moved him, "no, it is all true. 
Your Aunt Sara has written to me many 
times. I had a letter from her this morning, 
and she wants to see you very much indeed. 
She has wanted you a long time, but we could 
not send you alone. Now that Mrs. Lynde 
must go, it will not do to wait any longer. 
But we shall miss our girlie ! One boy baby 
is not enough to fill up her place— no in- 
deed!" 

He gathered her very close to him, and 
kissed her with that feeling of a sacred trust 
from her dead father and mother which al- 
ways accompanied his caresses. She clung to 
him, but said not a word. 

So, it was told. And this was Thursday I 
It was very dull in the Ramsey's quarters. 
But, as they grew used to the idea, the part- 
ing took on some hopeful aspects. Mrs. Ram- 
sey talked a great deal to Katharine of the 
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things she was sure the child would see on 
the voyage to New York and the long railroad 
journey to Brightmar, and dwelt with lively 
interest on the pleasant things to be encoun- 
tered. But she was too wise to picture imag- 
inary delights, or to bring into the child's 
fancy ideal surroundings — above all f ideal 
relatives who most assuredly would} never 
exist. For neither child nor " grown-up " 
ever found a stranger quite what he imag- 
ined him before meeting, and Mrs. Ramsey 
was careful not to excite hopes that might be 
disappointed, or to create by some chance word 
a shrinking from the new relatives that would 
repel an anxious affection of which she had 
no knowledge. So of the aunts nothing was 
said more than the facts that were known. 
They were waiting for Katharine, and they 
would tell her all she was to do or to know as 
they thought best for her father's daughter. 

All too soon Saturday came and the little 
orphan was again bereft. On her part there 
was a sad acceptance of it that was most 
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touching. It was as if she had grown used 
to sorrow, and expected it But Captain and 
Mrs. Bamsey knew there was neither care* 
lessness nor coldness tinder the still face and 
the slow, silent kiss. 

As for the Yard in general, a sigh of relief 
mingled with its good-bys, for Katharine had 
been a sorrowful reminder of most sad things 
that were possible to all of them. 

Throughout the whole trip Mrs. Lynde 
u had no trouble with her," as she wrote to 
Mrs. Bamsey. Except that she was quieter 
than usual, she was like any other little girl, 
and had a smile ever ready. She watched 
eagerly all the time for each pleasure and 
noyelty for which Mrs. Bamsey's descriptions 
had prepared her, and very curiously she 
pieced together in her mind what she ex- 
pected and what she found. But she did find 
many things that were pleasant to her in her 
childish way, and she lost nothing of happi- 
ness that a child could find. She was indeed 
"a good Httle thing." 
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The steamer was delayed, and the gentle- 
man was waiting when they reached the 
wharf. He must take the train South imme- 
diately, if they could reach the station. Mrs. 
Lynde wrote that he was unmistakably a 
gentleman, and that he spoke of Miss Sara 
Bronson Morris and " the others " with great 
respect and cordial liking, but that, without 
direct questioning on which she could not 
venture, she had not been able to discover 
anything to interest the friends of Katha- 
rine's old home. 

"There is a Mrs. Thompson, Johnson, or 
Jackson, somewhere among them who has a 
large family of young folks. I think she is 
the sister of whom Captain Bamsey talked, 
but as he never mentioned her name, I can- 
not be sure." 

Mrs. Bamsey read this sentence to the Cap- 
tain across the breakfast table, and he nodded 
his head in assent. 

" Yes, yes ! I am sure she must be Mary," 
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he said. "That sounds like it. Mary, the 
children's mother t * 

The gentleman who had come for the little 
maid was not very old nor yet very young. 
He had a quiet, kind, rather shy manner, as 
though he were not used to little girls. He 
was not prepared, in truth, to find her such a 
very little girl, but he made the best of it, 
and found the best very good indeed. She 
looked out of the window at the passing 
lights and shadows of the green and pleasant 
country until she grew very sleepy. Then she 
put her head down on the arm of the chair 
for a long nap. A lady who had been watch- 
ing her quiet little way from the other side 
of the car, came over at that, and placed her 
more comfortably on the broad, cushioned 
seat, covering her with a light wrap, and 
tucking her safely in from all danger of tak- 
ing cold or of falling off. 

When she awoke it was quite dark beyond 
the black squares of the windows, which re- 
flected the bright lights within in a manner 
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that startled her. She sat up hurriedly, look- 
ing about her with very wide open eyes. Tha 
gentleman was near her, but every one else 
had left the car. 

" Is it to-morrow ? " she asked. u Was it 
yesterday when I went to sleep ? " 

" Well, I think it was ! " he exclaimed, and 
laughed a little. 

That made it all right in a moment. After 
that they were better acquainted and talked 
quite like old friends. 

" We'll soon be there now," he said before 
long. " I expect your Aunt Sara to meet you, 
with some of the boys and girls." 

" Are they her boys and girls ? " 

" Bless you, no, indeed ! There are two or 
three mothers, but she is not one of them. 
There's your Aunt Penelope, you know." 

"No, I don't know anybody. Are the 
chil'en good ?" 

a Oh, I think so ! Good as usual. I don't 
know much about children. Are all children 
good?" 
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" Our chiFens is. But not one boy — he's 
bad. I don't like him — not much — only all 
the others." 

" Bad boy ! * said the gentleman very de- 
cidedly. " I know he must be bad when you 
say that. But here we are ! I think youTl 
like every one at Brightmar. I do." 

The train stopped only for a moment, and 
they were too busy gathering up wraps and 
packages for another word then. Katharine 
had a very small basket which Katie Lynde 
had packed with a midget's luncheon of tiny 
crackers and candy, but the gentleman had 
bundles and canes and umbrellas without 
number, it seemed. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

MISS BAJU BB0N60N MOBBI8 AND OTHBBS. 

When they were at last out on the plat- 
form, away went the train like a flashing and 
twinkling chain of fire dragged into the 
great, dark woods by some giant's hand. 
Then all was darkness around them except 
where the dim station lamp glimmered, high 
over the door of a little shed-like room. It 
was a country station — not a sign of a house 
or a street or a man anywhere. 

a Anybody here from Brightmar ? " called 
the gentleman into the darkness. 

" Oh, hello there ! 99 shouted some one out 

of it. u Come around here, will you ? I 

can't leave the horses. They're skittish." 
42 
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It was a clear, boyish voice, strong but 
youthful. 

" Just stand here a moment, will you ? Ill 
find the carriage and the way to it. You 
needn't be afraid of anything. There is no 
one here." 

Katharine was not at all afraid. She was 
filled with wonder and curiosity and thought 
it very strange indeed. 

It was not much more than a moment be- 
fore the gentleman was back at her side, with- 
out his wraps and canes. 

" I think 111 just take you up and carry 
you," he said. "It's so very dark and you 
don't know the way at all. This sort of walk- 
ing is rather rough for little feet, even in day- 
time." 

Then he picked her up and carried her into 
the very blackness of darkness, for the trees 
came so close to the little station the light of 
the open sky was completely shut out. Kath- 
arine — who had never been in the complete 
darkness of night before, for the Yard was al- 
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ways lighted when there was no moon — won- 
dered how he could see to take a step. She 
began to feel afraid. Poor little thing ! It 
had not been very long since she did not even 
know there was such a thing as fear, but now 
— so many things were changed for her. 

The gentleman did see, however, and, step- 
ping off the platform, followed a path of some 
kind. Presently he said : " Here we are ! " 
and there immediately began a great noise of 
stamping and moving, with a good many odd 
commands that Katharine had never heard 
before. But she knew they came from a 
driver to his horsey and, as soon as the noises 
ceased, she was put out of the gentleman's 
arms into a carriage of some sort, and into a 
soft pile of delicately perfumed stuff. Some 
one clasped her suddenly in a pair of strong 
yet slender arms, and a warm, soft cheek was 
laid close against her own. 

* Oh, you dear, dear little thing I Fred'a 
own dear little daughter I " said a sweet and 
gentle voice. 
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" Are you there, Miss Sara ? " cried the 
gentleman. "Why on earth didn't you say 
so before ? I thought there was only one of 
the boys." 

"Now, Mr. Courtney! Did you really 
think I would let poor Fred's only child — all 
we have left of him, too ! — arrive at this hour 
without meeting her ? You are the most — 
the most " 

"Oh, I'm all right ! Well, there she is, 
just as she was delivered to me, except that 
she's the better of a good sleep. And I can 
assure you she is not 'one bit of trouble/ 
as the lady said who committed her to my 
care." 

The slender arms gave Katharine a little 
hug and the warm cheek pressed hers again. 

" I know she's just a darling ! " said the 
voice. "When we first heard — it — I told 
Penelope exactly what must be done at once. 
Of course it was done. And here she is. 
Jeff, do be careful ! You needn't graze every 
tree between here and the house. There's the 
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great oak to the left It ought to be on the 
right." 

Thia was said with the utmost composure, 
although Mr. Courtney sprang up in alarm, 
and Jeff suddenly checked the horses. But 
he was equal to the occasion, and they were 
soon bowling along the open road in the face 
of a beautiful, still night, a few stars glim- 
mering faintly over the dark line of the 
mountains. 

Katharine lay on the fragrant shoulder 
and looked away out into the sky. The way 
she was passed about from one person to an- 
other was certainly getting to be very bewil- 
dering. Who was this, now, in whose arms 
she felt so much at home ? Could this be 
Aunt Sara— of whom she had had a secret 
dread she had not dared to utter ? She was 
getting to know so many people. There used 
to be only two, "farder" and "mudder." 
There came a catch in her breath, she did not 
know why. 

It was heard, however, and attention was 
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again centred on her, for the voice and Mr. 
Courtney had kept np such a scattered fire of 
question and answer that she had half forgot- 
ten they were thinking of her all the time. 

"We are almost home," said the voice. 
" You must be so hungry and so tired ! Did 
you give her any supper, Mr. Courtney ? Of 
course you did not I What are men good 
for, will you tell me ? " 

* Now, Miss Sara, Miss Sara ! " protested 
Mr. Courtney. " I do declare she was sound 
asleep until we almost reached the station. 
Now how was I to get her anything then ? 
And what time had she to eat it ? 
And what would have been the use, at any 
rate, when she was so near home, where 
everything is so much better than anywhere 
else?" 

" Of course it was useless to get anything 
then. But that is just what I mean. Men 
never do what they ought to do at the right 
time. Why didn't you get her something in 
Baltimore ? Or — somewhere else ? " 
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"The next time I bring Miss Katharine 
Morris from New York to Brightmar, if she 
goes to sleep, I shall wake her up at stated in- 
tervals and see that she is fed. I shall be on 
time for once" 

" Oh, ridiculous ! " said the laughing voice 
as the carriage swung round a turn in the 
road and stopped instantly. 

A great door at the top of a flight of stone 
steps was thrown open, and a houseful of peo- 
ple seemed to tumble out of a great lighted 
hall and down the steps. 

" Did she come, Aunt Sara ? 99 

"Is she inside or with Jeff ?" 

u Is Mr. Courtney there ? " 

* Hello, Mitter Tortney ! Tee me ! I dot 
new towsers ! n 

" Oh, children, do— for goodness* sake ! 99 

"I say I Stop that noise, will you ? Ill 
send every last one of you to bed on the spot." 

Amid the babel this last voice broke loud 
and clear, with a ring of authority that 
hushed all the others. It was evidently the 
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Toice of the master of the house and of the 
occasion, and the next instant its owner had 
Katharine in his arms. He was a large man, 
with gray hair and a great gray beard, but he 
was as strong and straight and firm on his 
feet as a man in the prime of life. He looked 
eagerly into the little face as he carried her 
into the hall, and said, with the same tender- 
ness as the voice in the carriage : " Fred's 
dear little daughter ! You have come home, 
my dear ! " 

Then he placed her carefully on her feet. 
Immediately she was surrounded. So many 
faces were thrust into hers, so many hands 
reached out to touch her, so many voices 
spoke to her, that she could only stand mo- 
tionless, looking from one to the other. The 
white-haired gentleman stood back a little, 
and a tall, dark lady came to his side, crying 
softly and saying something in a low tone. 
On the other side Mr. Courtney leaned against 
the open door, smiling good-naturedly, hat 
in hand, and a tall young lady, very fair 
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and lorely, had stopped on the threshold 
to look down on the group under the hall 
lamp. They were all little folks — and all 
merry and jolly and loud and fearless. Some 
of the faces were strangely familiar, too. 
There was a look of Fred on more than one 
face, and the twins — there was one of them ! 
And, oh, the baby ! There he was, looking 
solemnly at her from the protection of the 
dark lady's sweeping skirt. What did it 
mean ? Where was she ? 

In an instant the tall young lady was at her 
side and the slender arms whose clasp she 
already knew were around her. The voice, 
too, which she had heard in the carriage was 
the one which spoke to her, soothing and pet- 
ting, welcoming and comforting, scolding the 
children and answering their questions all 
in a breath. 

" Oh, children, she is so tired ! Yom 
frighten her — you really do. Remember she 
is quite strange to you — to all of us, and she 
is lonely. Stand *fft Let her get her 
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breath ! Penelope, call off your savage 
brood, will you ? " 

" Oh, Aunt Sara ! You ought to be 
ashamed of yourself ! And we all love you 
«o dearly, too I " 

" I know it. If I didn't know it, do you 
think I would say anything that sounds so 
hateful and means nothing bad ? We all love 
one another, of course. That's the reason we 
can do as we please. And I am sure you will all 
please to make this dear little Katharine at 
home here. She's only one more of us. You 
will have plenty of time to talk and to look 
and to get fully acquainted after I have told 
her who you all are. Come here, Frederick 
Morris Johnstone ! Katharine, you must 
know him first, dear, for he is your dear 
father's namesake and he is not so very much 
older than you are. He is eight years old." 

He was a gentle little fellow, who took one 
of Katharine's small, cold hands in his, and 
stood shyly smiling at her in a way that en- 
couraged her to smile shyly herself. Then, 
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one by one, they were called up and pre- 
sented, with many gay words and more and 
more laughing, as the introductions were 
made, and Miss Sara, who watched the 
stranger narrowly, saw that Katharine was 
losing her child's terror and embarrassment 
amid congenial warmth and merriment. 

There were eight of them, not including 
the baby, who would not leave his mother's 
sheltering satin and lace for any one, al- 
though Mr. Courtney added his persuasions 
in the form of the silver top of his hand- 
somest cane as a means of support. 

"Well," said Miss Morris, "since Johnny 
won't come to us, we must go to him for just 
this once," and she moved towards him, hold- 
ing Katharine's hand. 

" Oh, Fm so glad his name is Johnny ! 99 

It was the first sentence Katharine had 
volunteered, and her happy, contented na- 
ture spoke out in it. The baby's mother 
kissed her heartily. 

" Thank you, dear ! 99 she said. " I am glad 
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you like it, for the other children think it 
very ugly and old-fashioned. But it is his 
father's name, too" 

"And Johnny Ramsey's. I loved him. He 
was good to me. They were dH good." 

« Bless the child!" said Miss Morris. "If 
she wasn't grateful, I should be afraid of her." 

u Now, Sara ! " cautioned the other. " I am 
your Aunt Penelope, dear, and — why, where 
is he ? I thought he was here, Sara. At any 
rate he's your Uncle John and the baby's 
father. Kiss your little cousin, Johnny — a 
nice French kiss." 

The baby had already smiled at her, and he 
now very obediently bent forward and took 
her face between his fat little palms, gravely 
and sweetly putting out his rosy lips and kiss- 
ing hers with great emphasis. Then he drew 
back hurriedly and buried his face in his 
mother's soft, white neck. But he gave a lit- 
tle gurgle of delight that was certainly meant 
for laughter and happy welcome. 

" Supper is ready ! " burst in a chorus from 
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the open door of a great room where there 
had been a noise of chairs, china, silver, and 
glass ever since their arrival. 

" And Mr. Courtney is half starved, Aunt 
Sara. He says so." 

" An* we's dot tates," came decisively from 
the owner of the new trousers. 

" That settles it ! " said Miss Morris. 

And she led Katharine at once into the 
room, loosening her coat and taking off her 
hat as they went, for there had not been time 
to do it before. Then she had to stop to kiss 
her, and Aunt Penelope, who had followed, 
must have a kiss, too, and the gray-haired 
gentleman, who sat at the head of the long 
table, held out his arms to her, and all the 
children stood up in their places and clapped 
their hands and wriggled and jumped with 
excitement and delight. 

"You perceive," said Miss Morris to Mr. 
Courtney, " the family is small and a cousin 
is a new thing. Which accounts for the out- 
burst." 
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WHAT KATHARINE MOBBIS THOUGHT OF 
THEM. 

Thus Katharine came home to her own 
people. She eat looking on during that first 
supper, eating very little, saying very little, 
but listening and taking in everything — the 
room, the table, the servants — with observant 
eyes. She thought she had never seen any 
one quite so pretty as her Aunt Sara, and 
Aunt Penelope was nice to look at too, with 
a smile in her eyes that was always there. 
She sat opposite to the gray-haired gentle- 
man — whom some of them called " Uncle 
John" and more of them "papa" — while 
Katharine had the place between her Aunt 
Sara and Mr. Courtney. Jeff was the tallest 

and the oldest of the cousins, and sat oppo- 
65 
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site to her. A tall girl with red hair and a 
little girl with fair hair — the prettiest of the 
lot— said "Uncle John" and "Aunt Pe- 
nelope" with Jeff, but the others were 
enough like Mr. Johnstone to show that thej 
were his. Mr. Johnstone was loud and sharp 
with all of them, but delightfully merry with 
all the sharpness, and they laughed at him 
and with him as though they were all boys 
and girls together. Mrs. Johnstone did not 
say much, and said it slowly and softly whem 
she did speak. Katharine soon found it was 
her voice she had heard in the confusion of 
her first arrival saying : " Oh, children, do— 
for goodness' sake ! n She was still saying it 
again and again, but no one appeared to hear 
her. 

The uproar — for guch it certainly was to a 
quiet person — went on exactly the same t# 
the end. Miss Morris talked to Mr. Courtney 
about some place called Shirley and some 
people who were staying there, but she was 
very attentive to Katharine, and, while they 
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were all in the full tide of talking and eating, 
she pushed back her chair and rose, with 
energetic decision. 

"This child is almost tired to death. I 
have been watching her grow paler and paler 
for the last ten minutes, and she has not eaten 
enough for a bird. I shall take her to bed, 
and I don't think I shall come down again. 
She is so strange to it all that she may feel 
timid and need me. Pen, take care of Mr. 
Courtney, will you ? He cannot stand much, 
and he has had a hard day's work to-day/' 

" Now, Miss Sara, Miss Sara ! " were the 
last words Katharine heard as she went wear- 
ily out of the room, led by her aunt's soft 
hand. 

The long stairs, the long corridor, the 
great, dim room, and the great, high bed — it 
always seemed to Katharine that she must 
have dreamed them, for they never looked 
the same after that first going upstairs from 
the supper-table. And then, too, she was so 
soon dreaming really. Miss Morris had a 
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swift, silent way of doing things about her 
that did not arouse the little maid from the 
drowsiness into which the bright eyes had 
watched her slipping that last ten minutes. 
The long sleep on the journey had not made 
her proof against the excitement and the hun- 
ger she was too excited to satisfy amid the 
strange and noisy surroundings. It was not 
long before Katharine was in the Yard, find- 
ing it dark and strange, and seeking vainly 
for the Captain and Mrs. Ramsey, while 
Johnny Johnstone and Johnny Ramsey's 
nurse walked on and on before her, neither 
stopping nor turning round when she called. 

After that she went into a sound sleep — 
so sound that she could not dream, and never 
awoke until the broad, bright morning. 

The sun was shining in at the high win- 
dows, filling the strange room with light and 
life. It was a pretty room, with old-fashioned 
fuifciture, but having new and gay curtains 
*nd pictures, gfeaming china, and a great 
xany new and shining silver articles on the 



Digitized by 



What Katharine Morris Thought of Them. 59 

dressing-table, the wash-stand, and the chif- 
fonier. Katharine's trunk stood open on the 
floor, and some of her clothes were neatly ar- 
ranged near the bed. It looked as if Aunt 
Sara had been at work among them, she 
thought. 

She lay quite still among the pillows, lazy 
and not inclined to get up. What a lot there 
was to think of since yesterday morning ! 
And what should she do when she did get 
up ? There did not seem to be any children 
about the house this morning, for all was 
quiet. What were the children's names ? 
Could she remember any of them ? The red- 
haired girl was Agnes, and the little one with 
pretty gold hair was Polly — she was sure of 
that much. Then there was Fred, and Jeff, 
and Johnny. Johnny was a pretty baby, al- 
most — almost, not quite — as pretty as their 
own baby Angus. And, thinking of hit pretty 
ways, the little heart grew very sore, and 
Katharine hid her face and cried herself to 
sleep in the very heart of all the sunshine. 
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When Miss Morris came in an hour later, 
she was still sleeping. But, really, it was not 
yery late even then, and Miss Morris and 
half a dozen more had been out to early Mass 
— a Mass of thanksgiving, too, for Katha- 
rine's safe arrival. The others were behind 
Miss Morris when she softly opened the door, 
and they peeped over her shoulder and under 
her arm at the little rosy face on the pillow. 
The bright eyes opened suddenly, for all their 
careful steps, and Katharine sat up, smiling. 
They came forward then and crowded 
around the bed for a blithe greeting, but 
Miss Morris only permitted " one good look," 
they complained. She swept them all out of 
the room and closed the door. 

" Now will you get up, my darling ? Or 
would you rather take another nap ? Torn 
may do exactly as you like to-day, and get 
acquainted with us and understand us before 
we talk of rules and regulations. But I sup- 
pose you are used to them. Even a very little 
daughter of the United States Navy is 
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brought up on them. There are not many 
here, and they generally get pretty well 
stretched as they go round the circle — the 
family circle, I mean." 

She was moving about, touching every- 
thing into order while she talked, for her 
fingers were so light and nimble that she 
seemed only to touch what needed it. Kath- 
arine looked down at the floor, and it seemed 
a long way from her as she sat on the bed. 

"I can't get down," she said doubtfully. 
u And — and — I want to get up." 

They both laughed, for her doleful com- 
plaint sounded very comical. Miss Morris 
lifted her off the high mattress, and said 
she must have a little girl's bed in a little 
girl's own room that very day, and then she 
would feel quite at home. So, with much 
merry chatter, she was dressed and brushed 
and curled by those same pretty hands of 
Miss Morris, and, when she had said her 
morning prayers before the little altar, went 
down to breakfast. 
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Miss Morris had managed to learn many 
little things in the chatter. She was longing 
to know all there was to know of the little 
life heretofore, but she was too delicately 
noble to question, lest she jar the sensitive 
child-heart evident in every changing expres- 
sion of Katharine's face. The knowledge 
must be gained by degrees and indirectly, in 
these involuntary confidences that were very 
sweet and winning. Katharine spoke of the 
Bamseys in a way to make them friends in 
Brightmar, but, as yet, she had not come to 
the farther away and deeper memories in 
which Miss Morris was more interested than 
in anything she had ever known. For Fred 
had been her dearest brother and her com* 
panion until his marriage, and she had never 
ceased to feel the loneliness of the separation. 

It had been a complete and lasting separa- 
tion, such as too many families try to become 
accustomed to and never find it possible. 
There had been something about the mar- 
riage that old Mr. Morris had taken objection 
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to, and which Dr. Morris had refused to admit 
was objectionable. The old gentleman — and 
he was very old even then — had grown testy, 
and refused to hear reason, to see his son and 
his son's wife, and the wandering life of a 
naval officer had not helped in any way to 
bridge over the rupture. The old man had 
died suddenly at Brightmar, too, a short time 
before the fatal events in Dr. Moms' family, 
and there had been no time for any one to 
break the silence that had existed by the 
father's command since the day of his son's 
marriage. Miss Morris felt that there were 
to be many long talks between her and Kath- 
arine that would comfort and help them both. 

Katharine, on her part, had asked some 
questions. She was not a stupid child, as we 
know, but she had been taught as a lady, and 
knew better than to show a rude inquisitive- 
ness. She thought oyer the matter, and it did 
not seem " naughty" to put certain broad 
and leading questions, the answers to which 
would be a great satisfaction to her. 
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" How many chil'ens is here ? " was the 
first, with a use of Charlotte's grammar 
that still remained from the nursery at 
home. 

" Here at Brightmar ? Oh, nearly a dozen 
— yes, a K baker's dozen 9 ! Yon will find 
them all out before night and sort them to 
suit yourself. They are not all brothers and 
sisters, but cousins, and you are one of them. 
This is just as much your home, remember, as 
theirs/' 

u This is Uncle John's house," said Katha- 
rine gravely and half reprovingly. 

"No, my darling, not any more his than 
ours — yours and mine and all of us. It was 
your grandfather's house, and he made it a 
home for all his grandchildren. Uncle John 
and Aunt Penelope and I are only at home 
here because it is yours and theirs. But we 
all love it alike, and you will love it, too." 

"Yes," assented Katharine cheerfully. 
But, after a pause, she said, very low and half 
timidly, "Farder would have loved it. An' 
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nradder, too. If s— nicer— than the Yard. 
But that was nice — once," 
"Was it, dear?" 

As Miss Morris turned away to the window 
Katharine saw her lip quiver, and there was 
silence for a minute. Then, with a kiss that 
was very tender, they left the room for break- 
fast 

There were cousins in ambush everywhere 
as they went down the stairs, and Katharine's 
spirits rose at once. Mr. and Mrs. Johnstone 
were in their places, and Mr. Courtney was 
talking away as if he had not stopped since 
they left him last night. Such a jolly break- 
fast as it was 1 The children kept popping in 
and out of their chairs all the time, but it 
made no confusion, for it was the custom of 
the house for them to take turns in serving 
each other and their guests. They did it 
beautifully, first one and then another taking 
the hot cakes from the servant at the door, 
and bearing them prettily and smilingly from 
chair to chair. Thus there was perfect free- 
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dom and homelike chatter, unoppressed by 
the presence of a servant. Then Jeff had to 
leave early to start for school, and Agnes had 
some errands in the village before the day's 
heat came on, and gradually the party broke 
up and scattered. Katharine was borne off 
by the smaller girls and the very small boys, 
Fred and Francis. Johnny was true to first 
love and clung to his mother. 

What a day that was ! 

It was a holiday — "so that we may get 
used to each other/* Polly said — and they had 
time to visit all the nooks and corners in 
which children delight, to show off all the 
pets, to tell all the interesting anecdotes and 
give all the thrilling histories of their short 
and busy lives. Polly — she was Polly How- 
ard and an English girl, the daughter of Mr. 
Johnstone's only sister — had the most to tell 
and the most to say on all subjects. She was 
a regular little English sparrow, she was such 
a chatterer, and she had had a good deal of 
change and learned a good bit in her eight 
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years. She had been " round the world " in 
her father's ship, and had seen the cities tSt 
South America, where oranges were sold by 
the barrel for a few cents and bananas were 
"just laid around loose," she declared, and 
eaten at all hours of the day and night. And 
wonderful as her stories sounded in the young 
ears, they were true. For Polly was as honest 
and as fearless as any little girl that ever trod 
a ship's deck. And since that is high praise 
for a full-grown man, it does excellently well 
for a small English maid. 

Agnes was Jeff's sister, Katharine soon dis- 
covered, and a most important personage 
among the little ones. She was too old to 
romp^with them, being thirteen, but she came 
often to look on, and everything was referred 
to her. They loved her dearly, and she was 
sweet and gentle enough to deserve it all. 
Miss Morris was her music-teacher, and part 
of the day she had lessons and her music to 
keep her indoors. 

By dinner-time Katharine had sorted them 
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all pretty well, and had fitted all the names 
to the faces of their owners. It had been a 
long, long, happy morning, and she had 
walked farther, climbed higher, and talked 
more than on any other day of her life. 

Already she loved Brightmar, and already 
she felt the pride of ownership. Were there 
not cats and dogs, horses and cows, chickens 
and turkeys, and " whole lots" of other 
things that went with that ownership ? It 
was certainly delightful. 

"Does Mr. Courtney belong to it?" she 
asked suddenly as they were crossing the hall 
and she heard his voice in the dining-room. 
Polly looked puzzled* 

" To what ? " asked Agnes, who was with 
them just then. 

" To Brightmar." 

u Oh, no, indeed ! He lives at Shirley. It 
belongs to him and it's lovely. But he is 
often here. He likes us and we like him." 

u And sometimes," said Polly, lowering her 
voice to a distinct whisper, " he invites us all 
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over there and gives us more ice-cream than 
we can eat." 

" Well done, Polly !" said Mr. Johnstone. 
" Who is it you're giving such a fine character 
as that?" 

Polly hung her head and blushed. But 
Francis gleefully volunteered the informa- 
tion. 

" She means Mitter Tortney. Mitter Tort- 
ney's the best peller of all." 

And then there was a shout that quite cov- 
ered Polly's confusion. 
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BBIGHTMAB. 



Brightmae is a lovely place. It has acres 
and acres of woodland and meadow, for a 
wide river sweeps along its southern boundary, 
and the meadows are known far and wide for 
their rich growth. Then there are uplands 
and fallow fields, wheat and corn and clover 
fields, cattle-pastures and sheep-runs, and the 
gardens. The railroad crosses it, and the sta- 
tion is on their own land — the only one there 
is for miles around. It is fully a mile distant 
from the house, unless you know the path 
through the woods, or go down with some of 
the family who know it. 

The house is old — for this country — but it 
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is large and fine in its old age. Mr. Morris 
had plenty of money, exquisite taste, and a 
liking for building, so that in his long occu- 
pancy of it he had enlarged it and improved 
it again and again. When Katharine first 
saw it, it stretched along the gentle slope on 
which it stood, with porches, galleries, veran- 
das, and oriel windows in bewildering num- 
ber, draped as they were with vines of all 
kinds. The gardens lay in front of it, and 
they were in beautiful order, as they had been 
another fancy of the late master, and his suc- 
cessors had too much respect for his likes and 
dislikes to forget his interest in the grounds 
he had so long worked to beautify. The 
walks were sometimes shaded and sometimes 
sunny, sometimes straight and sometimes 
winding, sometimes broad and sometimes 
narrow, and there were arbors and trellises 
of all kinds, with garden-chairs and seats in 
every pleasant spot. 

The children were allowed to run and play 
at hide-and-seek, or sit anywhere they choee 
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to read or talk or study, but they were in 
honor bound not to touch the plants, not to 
be careless or injure anything. Each had a 
garden in quite another part of the place 
where they might do what they pleased in the 
way of planting and pulling up, digging and 
trenching, sowing and reaping, but in 
" grandfathers gardens " all was sacred. 

All this was explained to Katharine in 
many tongues. Then she was escorted over 
the house and introduced to each room, to the 
garret and the cellar, to the kitchen and the 
great parlor. " Grandfather's room 99 was ap- 
proached with much gravity, for it had not as 
yet been changed from the way in which he 
had liked to have it. But, with that exception, 
the whole house was open to the youngest 
inmate, and every one was expected to behave 
well in any place where he or she chanced to 
be. The many beautiful and rare things 
gathered together with such care and such 
v expense were all safe enough, for not one of 
the children would carelessly destroy any- 
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thing, while, where there was no prohibition 
and a sense of ownership, there was an easy 
absence of curiosity and a sense of protection 
to be exerted. The place as it stood was a 
lesson in beauty to each child. 

Mrs. Johnstone was energetic enough in 
maintaining it at its best. She was a good 
housekeeper and home-maker, and enjoyed 
her placid rule very much. Miss Morris was 
perfectly satisfied. Her tastes were different, 
and she was only too glad to be left at perfect 
liberty to follow them wherever they led her. 
To-day that was for a long ride on horse- 
back with Mr. Courtney, and Agnes was free 
to go with the others, as they begged her to 
do. 

It was getting on towards sunset, and they 
were a little tired, when Polly raced down 
the garden path from the terrace steps, call- 
ing them to follow her and rest in the stone 
alley. She had taken a particular fancy to 
Katharine and showed her " the cosy corner 99 
when she arrived with the others. 
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u You know, you're company yet. You're 
next youngest to me. I was the last company, 
and I came two years ago. So I am two years 
old, and you only one day." 

"I am five and more than a half," said 
Katharine with a troubled dignity. 

" Oh, I mean at Brightmar ! All the others 
have been here ever since they were born. 
We came in late." 

"So did I, Polly" said Agnes, who had 
brought her book to one of the stone seats. 
"And Jeff, too." 

"But you have been here forever. Long 
enough, I mean, to forget when you did 
come." 

Katharine was looking very earnestly from 
one to the other, as though revolving a ques- 
tion in her mind. Agnes put down her book. 

" Does Katharine know who we are ? Can 
she tell us one from the other ? " 

" Oh, yes ! I was teaching her all morn- 
ing. I taught her lots of things, didn't I, 
Katharine ?" 
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"I know all the names," said Katharine, 
hesitating, "but I don't know why some 
are cousins, and some are brothers and 
sisters." 

"Well, Uncle John's and Aunt Penelope's 
children are brothers and sisters because — 
well, because they are. And Fm not, because 
Pm Polly Howard, and my mother was Uncle 
John's sister Elizabeth." 

Katharine nodded an energetic understand- 
ing of so much. 

" You told me that this morning," she said. 

"Agnes and Jeff are brother and sister to 
each other. They're 'the Albert Morris or- 
phans,' as people say. I suppose they will call 
you " 

" Polly ! " exclaimed Agnes. Polly flushed 
very red and became silent. She had very 
nearly said an unkind thing in reminding 
Katharine that she, too, was an orphan. 

"She does not explain yery clearly, does 
she ? " continued Agnes, cleverly mending 
the breach in Polly's discourse. "Gretta is 
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the eldest Johnstone, and Terese comes next. 
Then Fred and Gertrude. There is only one 
year's difference in their age, and they are 
like twins " 

" We have twins/' interrupted Katharine — 
u Alma and Alice, and so pretty. But — they 
have — gone away." 

Such a pathetic little pause as it was! 
Agnes felt it, and even Polly looked wistfully 
at the little speaker. 

u There is no one else but Johnny," she 
said hastily. 

" And Francis forgotten ? With those 
' towsers/ too ! And Aunt Mary's three sons, 
Polly ? Why, they belong to Brightmar as 
much as any of us ! " 

" But Stanislaus is a priest ! " expostulated 
Polly. 

" Not quite yet. Besides, what difference 
will that make ? He must have his own peo- 
ple and his own home somewhere in the 
world. And George and Theodore are not 
priests. They are only away at college." 
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Just th«n Miss Morris came down the ter- 
race steps. She was in her riding-habit and 
carried her hat and whip, for she had caught 
sight of the children from the porch and has* 
tened to them. She was laughing as she came 
down the path. 

" Well, Polly Puss 1 99 she said as soon as 
they could hear her distinctly without calling, 
" we have to thank you for a pleasant thing 
that will happen. You flattered Mr. Courtney 
to some purpose, although you did not mean 
it. We are all invited to Shirley for a day. 
What do you think of that ? " 

* Oh, Aunt Sara ! And have you been 
over there ? Did he go to see that it is all 
ready f or us ? " 

" Now, Polly ! The idea ! I have not been 
to Shirley, but over to Blakeley. And we are 
not invited for to-morrow — not exactly ! But 
Mr. Courtney has gone home, and he did invite 
every one of us to give him a whole long day 
at Shirley next week, particularly Katharine 
and Polly. Yes," as Polly uttered a little 
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shriek of ecstasy, "he mentioned those two 
names particularly to me and to Aunt Pen." 

"It's too perfectly scrumptious for any- 
thing ! " said the excited Polly, and she at 
once began pouring out to Katharine's eager 
ears all the delights they might anticipate. 

Miss Morris leaned on the arm of the stone 
bench near Agnes, watching the two joyous 
little maids, and thinking, as she enjoyed 
their pleasure, how very small and young 
Katharine was to have been left in so sad a 
manner. 

"She is a dear little thing, Aunt Sara," 
said Agnes in a low tone, watching the 
looks and their direction. " I have been with 
her all day, and there does not seem to be one 
ugly thing about her. She is like her sweet 
little face, and no one can help loving her." 

Miss Morris roused herself from thought 
and looked pleased. 

"Well, Agnes, you certainly know a good 
child when you see one, and I can take your 
word for what I am quite ready to believe. I 
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thought as much from the first moment I saw 
her last evening. What a blessed thing that 
she is so sweet and so happy-hearted 1 Our 
children are a good sort, and I think there 
will be only one more of us — no stranger, hard 
to fit into our Morris angles and rub against 
our separate corners." 

" Is she like her mother ? " questioned 
Agnes, half hesitating. 

" I never saw her mother, dear. But your 
TTncle Fred thought her the finest and most 
sensible woman he ever met, and, surely, this 
little one has been as carefully brought up as 
a blossom in a conservatory. That looks as if 
his wife was really his € better half/ for your 
Uncle Fred — good and lovely character as he 
was — would hardly have made a success of 
bringing up a little girl. He could be strong 
and wise with a boy, but not with a girl. You 
know what I mean, I am sure. There goes 
the tea-gong ! * 

Agnes slipped her arm through her aunt's, 
and they ran together up the long path. Cap- 
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tain Bamsey's idea of Miss Sara Bronson Mor- 
ris was not quite just. He would have liked 
her better could he have seen her and heard 
her out there in that sunset hour. 
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WHAT THEY THOUGHT OF KATHARINE MORRIS. 

The invitation to Shirley came the next 
morning, but through the influence of Mrs. 
Johnstone the day was set for the following 
Saturday. It would be so much better, she said, 
to have such a glorious holiday at the end of 
the week, with no lessons on any one's mind 
and plenty of time to talk it all over before 
the next lesson-day. 

€t For you will all want to be talking it over 
from morning until night. You always do. 
And it does take time to dispute, even mildly, 
over every incident, rearrange the whole 
thing to suit each one of you, and then make 
up your differences. However, I must say you 
do make them up, and are always satisfied — 
in the end." 
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" But, Aunt Pen " hesitated Polly. 

"Well, Polly ?" 

" If it were only the other end of the week ! 
Monday is one end, you know." 

" Oh, Polly, how silly ! No, no ! That 
would not be the same thing at all. Besides, 
you will not lose by it. This is Saturday, and 
between now and next Saturday there will be 
fifty things thought of to amuse you that you 
would miss if you went to Shirley early in the 
week." 

" Well, yes— that's true ! I think Fd rather 
wait, after all. Oh, Katharine, you never did 
see such chestnuts as there are at Shirley ! 
Just wait until we get there ! FU show you ! " 

" Oh, Polly ! Chestnuts in June ? " 

" You know I wouldn't be such a silly ! I 
know we must have frost before chestnut- 
time. I only just happened to remember how 
good they were last year. Come, Katharine, 
we'll go down into the garden and there we 
can talk without being laughed at by every- 
body." 
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a Do you mind the laughing, Pplly ? " 

Polly stood thoughtfully near the door. It 
wag Agnes who had spoken, and her soft yoice 
was earnest and sincere. 

" No, of course I don't care for it ! 99 de- 
cided Polly. "It is not your fault when I 
mix things up so. But, really, I was trying 
just as hard as I could not to feel cross. A 
whole week 1 It is an awfully long time, after 
all." 

" An' \ra was dest tryin* to tate 'oor own 
Mention, wasn't 'ou, Polly ? 99 sympathized the 
solemnly wise Francis, or, as they called him 
this week, " Towsers." About every seventh 
day he made for himself some new title by a 
new excitement or a new mistake, into which 
he plunged with all the ardor of twice his 
years, and without the slightest endeavor to 
hide his feelings or conceal his errors from 
their laughter. Then the others immediately 
gave some suggestive nickname and wore it 
out on him. 

" Oh, children, do— for goodness 9 sake ! 99 
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protested Mrs. Johnstone, who was beginning 
to find the household accounts and memo- 
randa too much for her amid such confusion. 
This time they paid heed to her entreaties 
and vanished like a breath, half a dozen voices 
echoing through the hall and rising newly on 
the ear from without as they raced into the 
garden. 

"I am sure those children will frighten 
that little thing out of her wits I" said Mrs. 
Johnstone. " She's not one bit like Fred, is 
she, Sara ? " 

" Only in the expression of her eyes. I re- 
member he used to speak of Eleanor's beauty, 
her dark hair, dark eyes, and brilliant color. 
Agnes asked me last night if Katharine was 
like her, and, thinking it over after I went to 
bed, I recalled these things. She must be like 
her, yet when she looks at me and smiles I see 
Fred very plainly. Dear, dear Fred ! If 
father had only been — easier to please." 

" You were here all the time and knew all 
about it," said Mrs. Johnstone* after a little 
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pause. " I never had the courage to ask for 
particulars when we came back from England. 
What reason had father for objecting so seri- 
ously to Fred's marriage ? Wasn't she a 
lady? Or— what t» 

" Oh, Pen, how odd you are ! To wait all 
this time before asking ! No, she was not 
' what ' at all. She was a lady. Fred met her 
at some Southern place, and fell awfully in 
love with her, as those naval officers always 
do. I don't think he ever once thought of 
father objecting to her because she was not 
a Catholic. It had never been brought home 
to him in any way, and she had no particular 
religion, he said. That made father worse 
than ever ! He said a woman with no par- 
ticular religion was not to be depended on for 
anything. You know how it always was with 
him. He first got into a state of mind, and 
then had to live up to what he said while in 
it. Poor dear ! he could persuade himself 
that he felt anything he thought he ought to 
fed, and Fred was full of his own ideas, too. 
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I believe he felt anxious and sorry himself 
after the thing was once presented to him in 
the right way, but he was so much in love. 
And then he thought it would be like at- 
tempting to influence her through her affec- 
tions instead of her convictions if he began 
to make a point of what he had neglected be- 
fore. Oh, I really don't know exactly how all 
the misery came about in the end ! But I do 
know I have never been really and truly happy 
for one minute since the day Fred went away 
forever. And he was so good about it after- 
ward — he never rested until she was a Catho- 
lic. That was the only time he ever wrote to 
father — only the simple statement of the fact, 
but I know he hoped it would open a door to 
him. It was so respectful and considerate — a 
little wistful, too, I am sure. Father an- 
nounced the fact at the table the day the let- 
ter came, but he never showed it to any one, 
and never answered it. But he was ill then. 
I found it after his death — only a few days 
before you came, in f act." 
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" Oh, why did you not write to Fred ? " 

" Do you think I did not ? I wrote at once, 
but it was while the fever was raging, and 
there was trouble about all letters, and I sup- 
pose he never saw it. At least he did not 
write. And — well, you know, I do hate to be 
slighted. Indeed, I cannot imagine any one 
but a very near relative doing such a thing, 
and then it would always make me as angry — 
as it did last summer." 

The sisters sat in silence for several min- 
utes. Mrs. Johnstone was the first to speak, 
and she did it with the air of one determined 
to do away with the old sorrow and look at the 
best side of everything, finding it very good. 

" She must have been a lovely woman, poor 
dear ! A mother's child speaks for her, par- 
ticularly when she is a very little girl, sweet, 
gentle, obedient, yet good-natured and sunny- 
tempered. There has been no foolishness in 
that child's bringing up, nor any selfishness, 
either. See how pleasant she is with all of 
them, and so nice with Johnny, too." 
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"Who's that?" 

It was Mr. Johnstone who put the question. 
He had been riding over the farm and down to 
the river and the mill, and came in, tired and 
warm, for a cooling drink and a half hour 
with the morning paper on the shady porch. 
His hair was all blown about by the morning 
wind, and his wide collar loose over his silk 
tie, but he looked a happy man, who had no 
cares as to dress or occupation. Very few 
men have that look, for the boys begin so 
early to sell and barter, and are so much 
afraid of losing or giving a cent's worth, that 
they are filled with care before they are men, 
and never lose the pressure of it. 

" We are talking of Fred's little daughter," 
said his wife. " And we are both of one mind 
— that she had a good, sweet, wise mother. 
What do you think of the little thing ? " 

"Think well of her. I have been watching 
them all at play just now. Polly can train 
any ordinary child to suit herself, and a 
namby-pamby child she can turn into her 
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tracks without trouble, but this little thing 
can hold her own if she thinks she should. 
She will do Terese»a world of good, and will 
make a playmate for Gretta whom that fair 
maid will neither neglect nor tyrannize over. 
But I expected to find Fred's daughter some- 
thing more than ordinary. He was a curious 
combination — tender as a woman and brave 
as a man. Now here's Sara with too much of 
the bravery and too little of the tenderness, 
and, Pen, you have too much of the tender- 
ness and too little of the bravery. As for 



"You have too little of either and too 
much conceit ! " laughed his wife, getting up 
with her hands full of notebooks and her key- 
basket, the indispensable accompaniment of 
every Southern housekeeper. "Well, the 
children are all undone now for another week, 
John. Mr. Courtney has been here to invite 
us all to Shirley for next Saturday. You and he 
iuay lay your heads together for all the jolli- 
fication you can crowd into one day and have 
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it all over at once. I like the children to be 
happy, of course, but they are such an excita- 
ble set that we really ought not to give them 
much distraction during the school-year/' 

" They'll take no harm from all Courtney 
and I can do for them. Besides, you do not 
consider that I am here to tame them down 
and control them." 

Mrs. Johnstone and Miss Morris looked at 
each other in hearty enjoyment of his un- 
conscious belief in his own stern discipline. 
Then they laughed outright, and merrily at 
that. 

" John, you are a dear old goose ! 99 ex- 
claimed Miss Morris. "Oh, I haven't the 
slightest respect for your gray hairs when the 
children are not within hearing. But never 
fear ! I shall uphold your authority every 
time you exert it, and indeed, when you do 
exert it, it is most effective. Only — you too 
often forget the power that lies with you." 

" Well, I shall delegate it to the little new- 
comer. You will all see that she has an in- 
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fluence of her own, and it will be of great help 
to us if we can only help her as well as Fred 
and his wife started her." 

"And who could have looked for it from 
Fred ! He must have grown nobly. They 
were rightly mated, after all." 

Being dead, yet speaketh/" said Miss 
Morris thoughtfully. 

" I wonder if I could leave such a record," 
said Mrs. Johnstone humbly. 

"Pen, you have done your duty by your 
babies," heartily pronounced her husband. 

"And you must remember that, so far, 
therfe is no indication that you must hurry to 
get your work all in. The unseen God knows 
that ' there is a time for all things/ and that 
Katharines time with her father and mother 
was short — that it would suddenly and speed- 
ily draw to a close. You may depend that 
one thing fits into another in all His order- 
ings, and He thus smoothed the path before 
the little orphan feet." 

" Truly, I am sure ! " 
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Then each went about the day's doings with 
lighter and stronger hearts for the short inter- 
change of thoughts on matters not of every 
day. The u little orphan feet n were beauti- 
ful already as those of the heavenly messen- 
gers, for they, too, were bearing God's word to 
those who sought to serve Him. 
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CHAPTEE TEL 

MB. OOUKTNEY AND UNCLE JOHN". 

With Monday morning Mr. Courtney was 
at Brightmar — he had been there on Sunday, 
but there were other visitors, and nothing was 
said about the day at Shirley — to impress on 
the " grown-ups " that " the day " was to be 
a long one for everybody. It was to begin 
early and last until it was quite, quite dark, 
so that there might be the full enjoyment of 
an immense fire-balloon, which Mr. Courtney 
had thought of since Saturday and sent to 
New York for. 

" There ! " said Aunt Pen to Polly, who was 

capering about with Gretta in an original 

American ballet expressive of delight, "that 

is the first-fruits of your ' patient waiting no 
98 
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loss/ I reminded you it would be so. Wasn't 
I wise?" 

"Oh, you're the best Aunt Pen in the 
whole world ! " 

" 'Cept Aunt Sara," put in Francis, stoutly 
and defiantly. 

" Oh, here, young man ! You may leave 
all that to— other people," said Mr. Courtney. 
" Don't you know your Aunt Sara makes me 
do all her fighting ? That is the way I work 
out my welcome at Brightmar. I would not 
like not to come to Brightmar." 

" Oh, ridiculous ! " said Miss Morris. But 
Gretta said she "didn't seem to mind it 
much," and Mr. Courtney said he didn't mind 
it at all, and the " grown-ups" all laughed, 
and Mrs. Johnstone hurried the children off 
to their lessons. 

Katharine began her lessons this morning. 
There was a small cottage not far from the 
garden, which made the prettiest schoolroom 
imaginable on the garden side, and the pret- 
tiest and quietest home for Miss Althea on 
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the woods' side. Miss Althea was a friend of 
Mrs. Johnstone and Miss Morris, who taught 
the children and lived in the cottage with 
Mammy. It was just large enough for the 
pretty parlor and dining-room, with two large, 
low bedrooms in the second story — one for 
Miss Althea and one for a guest. 

" Don't, whatever you do, don't try to live 
without a guest-chamber ! " said Mrs. John- 
stone when they were arranging the house. 
"You see, you are planning to live alone. 
You must have a guest-chamber. You may 
never find any one you care to ask into it, but 
it keeps your heart open and warm to have 
it ready in case you should/' 

And she proceeded to make it so peacefully 
beautiful and so inviting that as soon as Miss 
Althea saw it she began thinking over all the 
people she knew with a view to asking the 
one she liked best to occupy it at once. Mrs. 
Johnstone was wise in her foresight. Miss 
Althea had had trouble, and it had grown 
harder and harder for her to bear it with 




96 



Mr. Courtney and Uncle John. 



hopefulness or with faith in her fellow beings. 
She was falling more and more into the way 
of shrinking from them. Mrs. Johnstone 
thought if she could only be coaxed to " show 
hospitality 99 the worst would be over, now 
that she was at rest and sheltered with those 
who loved her, and she would be spared a 
lonely life if there caine new interests and 
new affections to take the places of the old 
ones gone. It had turned out that Mrs. John- 
stone was right, and in the pleasure of put- 
ting her pretty room to use Miss Althea first 
realized that there was happiness left for her, 
and that she was her own old self, only 
stronger and wiser, and that the more tender 
and helpful she grew towards others the easier 
it was to forget all that had not been helpful 
and tender towards herself. 

So there she was now, in her own house, 
with duties to occupy her, and her own pleas- 
ures to rest and refresh her, when little Kath- 
arine Morris crossed the door-step of the 
schoolroom for the first time. The children 
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had told her a great deal of Miss Althea, and 
Katharine was curious to see her and anxious 
to know if Miss Althea would like her. And 
Miss Althea — who had taken advantage of 
the holiday upon Katharine's arrival to leave 
home on business — was waiting on the step 
for her new scholar. 

There was something of the curiosity and 
something of the anxiety in the face Katha- 
rine lifted to her welcome as Gretta introduced 
her. When Gretta was not wild with some 
frolic she had a very pretty way of her own 
about such things, and to-day she felt that 
there was a certain formality belonging to the 
importance of presenting her cousin to Miss 
Althea. 

"Miss Althea, this is another of our chil- 
dren, and she will never give you one bit of 
trouble. She's just a dear, and she has a very 
pretty name. It's Katharine with a big K." 

Miss Althea looked down into the dark, 
bright eyes, now a little softened and wistful 
with a pretty shyness- 
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" I have been expecting you, dear," she said. 
" I shall be very glad to have another in my 
little class, and Oretta is going to help me. 
She will teach you her old lessons before she 
forgets them. I am sure it will help her as 
much as it helps you. Wasn't that what you 
were planning, Gretta ? " 

" But I didn't know you heard me, Miss 
Althea. Was it when I was teasing Terese 
and Fred ? They didn't tell you ? " 

" Of course I heard you. Wasn't it there 
on the porch ? How could I help, hearing ? 
Now I shall give Katharine the desk next to 
yours, in the corner between the windows. 
You can take entire charge of her. Make her 
quite at home, and find the books she will 
need — the first books you used, so that she 
may have all those ' old lessons.' " 

Oretta laughed, but she blushed as well. 
She had spoken boastingly and teasingly to 
Terese and Fred of Katharine's coming, tell- 
ing them what she intended to do which they 
were not old enough to do. " I shall just have 
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everything to do with her. I am the eldest 
and the smartest of the family, and I shall 
teach her all her lessons. They are all old 
things to me, but you are neither of you 
half through them yourselves. Oh, she won't 
care for such little snips when ehe has 
me!" 

Thereupon poor little shy Terese was in- 
clined to cry, except that she was too humble 
to call so much attention to herself. Fred 
was of a sturdier nature, but he, too, was non- 
aggressive. Besides, it was "nobody but 
Gretta," whose flights of fancy he was accus- 
tomed to follow with much philosophy. 

Of this flight she was ashamed now, and 
was most kind and obliging in consequence 
to all the little ones. She herself was almost 
as grown up, she thought, as Agnes. 

The day began well and ended in the same 
manner. Katharine liked school very much 
and also liked Miss Althea, and by the time 
lessons were over had very little anxiety as to 
whether Miss Althea liked her. She raced 

10818B 
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across the garden with as swift and light a 
foot as any of them, and lifted up her voice in 
quite a Brightmar shout as the dinner-gong 
pealed forth. 

" Well, we have had a morning of it ! " ex- 
claimed Mr. Johnstone as soon as all were 
seated and helped. "It is useless for any 
young man or young woman of this assembly 
to ask me what I have been doing or who I 
have been with, but I have been into town 
and out again twice already. Mr. Courtney 
may tell what he pleases when he comes, but 
he has a secret he wants to keep — so he will 
not be here to-day/* 

" Oh, Uncle John!" 

It was a chorus of disapproval. 

u Is it a good secret, Uncle John ? * 

" Polly Howard, do you think I would help 
him with a bad one ? " 

" Oh, then, you know what it is ? ^ 

" Where is your Aunt Sara ? " 

u Oh, papa, now you are trying to change 
the subject ! Does Aunt Sara know it ? n 
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" Your Aunt Sara knows everything. Ask 
her if she does not." 

" Here she comes I Do you, Aunt Sara ? 
Do you know everything ? Papa says you 
do." 

"Now, Uncle John, you have changed the 
subject ! But you must tell us — you really 
must. It is too, too hexciting for anything ! " 

After that there was such an uproar, and 
such laughing, and so much good-humored 
fun over trifles, that it was certainly the mer- 
riest dinner in all the countryside. The 
Brightmar folks knew how to " behave prop- 
erly" when it was necessary, and strangers 
never saw them in such a gale, but their 
father liked it, their mother liked anything 
that meant happiness and innocent light- 
heartedness, and Aunt Sara liked every one to 
please himself and allow her to do the same. 
In the true liberty of home they had, as 
Francis expressed it> "the very gooderest 
times ! " 

Not a day of that week missed seeing Mr. 
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Courtney at Brightmar, and he and Mr. John-* 
stone went off to town early and late. u Spe- 
cial dispatches from headquarters " arrived at 
each meal, and Polly grew' more and more 
" hexcited " with each news item from Shir- 
ley. At all times they were on the tiptoe of 
expectation, and on Friday night every one 
was ready for bed at sundown and trying hard 
— but in vain — to go to sleep, so as to get up 
early in the morning for the great day. Agnes 
finally took a beloved book of nursery lore — 
the wondrous "Folk Lore of Ireland," in 
which they all delighted — and sat between the 
open doors of the little folks 9 rooms, reading 
aloud, and then softly singing the sweetest 
evening hymns in lower and lower tones until 
they dropped off to sleep. Mrs. Johnstone 
had known that it would be so, and told them 
that if they went to bed they could not get 
up again that night. 

" You need not go one second earlier than 
your usual time, of course. It is your own 
idea, however, and you may go if you like, 
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but, remember, you must stay there. No get- 
ting up and coming down for any one after 
he or she is once in bed." 

They were fast asleep an hour before the 
usual time. 

"I am thankful that is over ! " said Miss 
Morris. " To-morrow will carry itself. But 
I really thought these last few hours would 
shatter reason on its throne. I do hope Polly 
will never try her persuasive powers of flat- 
tery on Mr. Courtney again." 

" Now, Miss Sara, Miss Sara ! 99 

"Sara, you enjoy the whole thing yourself 
as much as the children," struck in the deep 
bass of Mr. Johnstone. "Don't waste time 
and strength on any disclaimers, for I know 
you do. In fact, we all do. Don't we, Pen ? " 

Mrs. Johnstone answered heartily: "We 
do, indeed. It is born in us, and Brightmar 
was created for that kind of people." 

" Yes, I am modelling Shirley on it," said 
Mr. Courtney. " I like everything belonging 
to Brightmar, and everything about it, and 
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everything in it — and I want all of it I can 
get." 

" Oh, ridiculous 1 " said Miss Sara Bronson 
Morris with her loftiest air, marching off to 
the garden. 

" Yon had better go and make it up," said 
Mr. Johnstone. 

And Mr. Courtney went as obediently as 
any little Johnstone of them all 
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THAT DAY AT SHIRLEY. 

Thb sun rose gloriously, and aU at Brightmar 
were up and dressed to greet him on the ter- 
race, except Mr. Johnstone and Miss Morris. 
Mrs. Johnstone heard the children beginning 
the day at four o'clock, and rose promptly in 
unselfish care for those two sleepers. She was 
determined they should not be cheated out of 
their morning nap by the unlimited hilarity 
of those who had plenty of time before them 
to get used to disappointments and to deny 
themselves while promoting the comfort of 
others. Easy-going as she was, she never 
consented to the children fostering the selfish- 
ness of nature at the expense of any one else, 
young or old. Out on the terrace they must 

go as soon as they were dressed, and there 
10* 
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they must stay until the gong sounded for 
breakfast. Or, if they elected to stay indoors, 
there must be no noise until every one in the 
house except Johnny was up and ready for it. 

There was a hurried, silent flitting, Polly 
smuggling Katharine out of Miss Morris 9 
room and dressing her as she certainly was 
never dressed before, while Katharine held 
her quivering lips together with both hands 
that she might not laugh aloud, so delightful 
and novel she found it all. 

But she remembered Aunt Pen's orders, 
and hers was not one of the voices that rang 
out before they reached the terrace, and she 
did not give full vent to her joyous anticipa- 
tions until she saw her Aunt Sara's windows 
open and knew that she was up. Miss Morris 9 
room was on the terrace side, and she would 
have been disturbed and annoyed, if any one 
had been, by a noise from that quarter. 

Breakfast over, last commands given, 
small properties gathered together and cun- 
ningly bestowed in the " ambulance/ 9 as they 
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called the great covered wagon that served 
for the whole Brightmar party on many an 
expedition, they were really off by eight 
o'clock according to Mr. Courtney's special 
request. It was a long drive, fully seven miles 
before the Shirley woods were reached, and, 
as there had been frequent stopping-places 
for flower-gathering, for drinks at some favor- 
ite spring or wayside trough, for the long 
chase of a lovely ground-hackee with a won- 
derfully long and bushy tail, it was not so very 
early, after all, when they drove up to the 
front door with a flourish of trumpets. For 
Fred and Francis, to say nothing of Gretta 
and Polly and Katharine, were performing 
what Francis called " a boo-o-g-gler tall " on 
tin horns, small and large. 

Mr. Courtney was waiting to receive them, 
with half a dozen dogs, who all turned tail and 
fled to parts unknown as the shrill sounds 
saluted them and their master. 

The ambulance held them all with the ex- 
ception of Miss Morris and Mr. Johnstone, 
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who were on horseback, and rode rather slowly 
through the lovely woodland ways. By the 
time they arrived the children were off after 
the dogs, the donkey, the peacocks, and Mr. 
Courtney's pet fawn, Silver. The wide porch, 
with its comfortable army of rustic chairs and 
settees, its low, broad tables, and many screens 
and vines, was certainly an inviting place for 
rest. 

Jeff and Mr. Courtney stood together, and 
as they handed Miss Morris to the porch 
three young fellows marched arm in arm from 
the hall door and halted. 

" Stanislaus ! 99 exclaimed Mrs. Johnstone. 

" George 1 99 exclaimed Miss Morris. 

" Oh, Theodore ! 99 cried Agnes. 

" Exactly so ! " said Mr. Courtney. « That's 
what I call ' extremely neat/ No waste of 
time and breath, and you get them all in good 
order at one and the same time/' 

" That's the order, is it, in which you take 
them ? " commented Mr. Johnstone, shaking 
hands in turn. " Stan, it seems your Aunt 
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Pen has you on her xmfid. What have you 
been about, my boy ? I thought we were sure 
of you. Agnes keeps her ' top eye open 9 for 
Theodore, and your Aunt Sara for George. 
They must have 1 an intuitive perception/ for 
I have had the best of reports of all of you." 

There was hearty approval in every look 
And tone, and the new arrivals seemed sure of 
an affectionate welcome. Mr. Courtney had 
thought of this as a pleasant surprise, and had 
hurried their return for the holidays. He was 
doubly anxious for an unbroken family party, 
as Stanislaus was to go that summer to the! 
novitiate at Frederic. 

" Now what shall we do first ? 99 inquired 
the host, when all questions and answers were 
at an end for the moment and there was 
breathing-space. 

" Nothing more than we are doing," de- 
cided Miss Morris. "I am tired to death of 
* doing 9 things. Let us just sit still here and 
talk to our own people. We never have time 
to talk at home " — here there was a burst of 
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laughter — " I mean time to talk leisurely and 
delightfully as we talk to company. Now we 
are all company, even Mr. Courtney — who 
never gets company treatment at Brightmar, 
because, in the goodness of his heart, he is 
always helping us to make company of some- 
body else/ 9 

" Sara, that is delightful to begin with 1 * 
said Mr. Johnstone. " Courtney, you score 
one the first thing. What have you to say, 
Mrs. Penelope Johnstone ?" 

" I think it is perfect rest here. And, be- 
sides, the children can find us whenever they 
want us. ,, 

" Which will be before long. Courtney has 
turned them loose in his domain, and some 
of them will soon come to grief to open the 
ball. ,, 

" I put every tool out of sight, locked up 
the cutters and the lawn-mower, barricaded 
the pig-pens, and chained up the Alderney 
herd. Further than that, I had the water let 
out of the old mill-race, and hid the lever of 
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the headgate. I don't believe they can find 
anything to do them harm." 

" Or — that they can harm," commented . 
Theodore. 

" Theodore, you don't know our children," 
said Mrs. Johnstone reprovingly. 

Every one laughed at her solemn rebuke. 

" She's right, though," said Mr. Courtney. 
" They have been taught to mind their own 
business and to be careful even of that. It 
was not because I feared for my property that 
I locked up and barred out. All that is safe 
enough, but innocent ignorance can be as 
dangerous as malicious mischief — therefore 
I am cautious." 

The precautions were successful, and the 
day passed in unclouded delight. The children 
came and went, an endless stream of informa- 
tion, and the elders listened and sympathized 
with each one, while their own quiet conver- 
sation recalled the past, dealt with the pres- 
ent, and looked on to the future. "Polly's 
delight " — the ice-cream — was dealt out with 
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unsparing hand in the course of the morning, 
and there was a very elegant dinner, with all 
the different tastes remembered and indulged. 
Mr. Courtney was so often at Brightmar, and 
had so frequently consulted the different 
members of the family as to the success of his 
fete, that it was quite possible to minister to 
each individual's liking in a special manner. 
He certainly was a model host, with all other 
good qualities thrown in. 

There was great scope for varied enjoy- 
ment, for the largest liberty made a great part 
of it. To wander at will all day and to play 
when they "felt like" it, was a delightful 
programme for one day, at least, however tire- 
some untrammelled pleasure grows in time. 
And even one day began to drag as evening 
shadows deepened ; and when twilight com- 
pletely overshadowed them, the tired party 
gathered quietly on the porch, and dropped 
into easy attitudes around their elders, with 
whom Johnny had slept the sleep of inno- 
cence for some time. But still dauntless was 
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Francis, who answered his mother's gentle 
question, as she touched the drooping head 
upon her knee : 
" Tired, my boy ? " 

"No, mamma, not till Mitter Tortney mates 
de balloon/' 

" Well, I think it is quite dark enough now 
for it," said Mr. Courtney, rising to the occa- 
sion. " You must all come out on the lawn 
for that. It needs space to show off his 
charms." 

" His ? " was the many-voiced question, 
followed by the disappointed remark in a 
lower tone : u 0 — h ! I thought it was a real 
balloon." - 

Mr. Courtney said nothing, but with the 
older boys made a dark group on the open 
lawn, moving to and fro, suggesting, exclaim- 
ing, and now and then laughing outright. 
Presently something within their circle began 
to heave and struggle, and then stood upright 
— but very "wabbly" — a huge black man 
with an immense mouth and a pair of terribly 
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bright eyes, which drove Johnny and Terese 
closer to their mother. He grew rapidly into 
a perfect giant in a blue and white striped 
shirt, an enormous scarlet necktie, and a pair 
of wide scarlet trousers, who shot suddenly 
into the air, and rose beyond the tree-tops, 
bending and bowing as though in convul- 
sions of mirth, and followed by the cheers 
and shouts of the now thoroughly excited 
spectators. 

" Oh, what is it ? ^ whispered Terese in her 
mother's ear, and holding very tightly to her 
hand. 

" Nothing but the fire-balloon, my darling. 
It is made of rubber — just a big doll like 
Johnny's black man, Tar Baby. Don't be 
afraid of it!* 

* Oh, look at him ! " screamed some one. 
" He's going away — he's going away I " as the 
upper current caught him, and turned his face 
from Shirley towards the river. 

"Letf 8 run after him 1 " cried Polly, spring- 
ing to her feet from the grassy bank where 
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she had lain on her back for a better view of 
his airy capers. 

They were off in a minute, scattering like 
fairies on the green. In the dusk they were 
soon lost to the lookers-on, although on the 
open it was light enough for them to see 
where they were running. Shouts, cries of 
mirth, exclamations of admiration and amuse- 
ment as they watched him double and turn 
and twist, still making his way onward and 
upward, and then — a wild, loud shriek of 
terror and pain, half smothered and gasping. 

" Oh, Stephen, the old well ! " 

It was Miss Morris who spoke, and it was 
Mr. Courtney she called by his first name as 
she sprang off like a deer in the direction of 
the cry. Mr. Courtney was on her track in an 
instant, calling as he ran : 

" Jeff, ring the great bell ! Tell what has 
happened ! " And Miss Sara's voice came 
back imploringly : " Come — oh, come ! " 

Mrs. Johnstone ran on in terror that almost 
palsied her. Her sister's words had recalled 
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the long-forgotten well they were never al- 
lowed to approach when they, as children 
themselves, had spent happy days at Shirley. 
Eapidly the whole story swept through her 
mind — the change in its sparkling, ice-cold 
waters to a dingy, tainted fluid utterly use- 
lees, no one knew why ; the search for a new 
well-site, so hard to find, the building the 
new well, and, at last, the abandonment of the 
old well, and, as every one supposed, the fill- 
ing in and sodding over forever of the once 
beautiful waters. Oh, could it indeed be the 
well? 

Yes, too surely it was the well ! In every 
stage of terror the children came flying to 
her, trembling and crying, trembling and 
speechless, throwing themselves upon her, 
and clinging to her with little frail hands, 
that were iron in their hold at that mo- 
ment. 

« Oh, thank God ! Oh, my darlings ! You 
are safe, safe, safe ! " 
« Oh, not all ! " wailed Freddie. " Oh, the 
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dreadful hole ! They went right down — in a 
minute ! 99 

" Who ? 99 she asked in a whisper, her voice 
failing her. 

"Tessie — and — and Katharine." 

It was Polly who answered her. Then Mrs. 
Johnstone loosed herself from the clinging 
hands and left them. 

The first stars were out above the gaping 
blackness and the swirling dust around which 
had already gathered more people than 
seemed possible in so short a time. Miss 
Sara and Agnes stood a little to one side, 
locked in each other's arms. 

" Is it — death ? 99 gasped the poor mother. 

" No, no, Pen ! They — speak. Every- 
thing is being done. The men are all here. 
They have gone down for them. Oh, poor 
Pen!" 

They loosed their clasp to take her into it> 
as the great fire-balloon struck another cur- 
rent of air, and, chilling off, sank earthward, 
throwing a helpful glare upon the spot where 
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all the interest centred. Mr. Johnstone came 
to them in strange agitation. 

" Pen — Pen, dear ! " he said, and stopped 
suddenly. 

"Oh, my husband! Our little, little 
girl!" 

"They have found Katharine," he said 
slowly. "She is conscious — does not seem 
much hurt — they will have her up in a little 
while. But— Tessie " 

"My child is dead !" 

She said it very quietly. Her husband 
kissed her reverently without a word. 

For a minute she stood with her hands 
over her face before she moved forward to the 
edge of the black gap where they laid the 
slender little form in its white dress, so 
awfully white and cold against the dew-damp 
grass. Silently her husband and Miss Sara 
stood over her as she knelt beside it, a protec- 
tion to her sorrow and partners in her prayers. 

The work around the well went on rapidly 
and skilfully, for Mr. Courtney and his men 
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were too nearly like sailors not to be able to 
"rig" the necessary "tackle" for descent 
rery easily. In a surprisingly short time an- 
other small white burden came to the surface 
in strong, friendly arms. Miss Sara slipped 
noiselessly away to receive it. 

" Oh, Aunt Sara ! " whispered the weak 
little voice. "They said down there Tessie 
was dead ! Where is she ? " 

"With her father and mother, darling. 
Are you much hurt, you poor baby ? " 

" Only my arm and my foot — and I am so 
sleepy." 

The little voice trailed off into silencd, as 
Mr. Courtney lifted the little girl to carry her 
to the house. Miss Sara walked beside them 
up the grass slope to the porch, her eyes 
blinded by tears. It was now a moonlit night, 
and the children's "great day" at Shirley; 
was over at last. 
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A JOYFUL DAWN. 

Nevbb before had the family at Brightmar 
passed through such a night as the one upon 
which they now entered. Mr. Johnstone and 
Mr. Courtney were as efficient in their deal- 
ings with grief as with joy, and there was 
much to do. The doctors — all they could 
reach — were brought as soon as possible, and 
they soon found that Katharine had made a 
wonderful escape. A few bruises and possibly 
a sprain or two were all her injuries. She 
had fallen in the very centre of the well, slip- 
ping down with the surface-earth upon the 
crumbling remains of old branches and tree 
cuttings with which the well had been 
fraudulently filled, unknown to Mr. Court- 
ney. A light platform had been laid upon 
120 
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this frail foundation, and the earth heaped 
over it to the level of the sod. Gradually de- 
caying with time and weather, even the light 
touch of the scampering feet — it lay out of 
any beaten track — had caused the cave-in. 
Katharine and Tessie, less fleet of foot than 
the older and heavier ones, were the victims 
of the trap. 

Tessie had been borne to the house and 
laid upon the stately bed of the great cham- 
ber, where they left her alone with her 
mother. The sweet little face was scarcely 
colorless and the happy look still upon it, 
with only a pathetic touch of wonder to dis- 
turb the perfect peace of its innocence. Her 
soiled and torn dress — the light showed it — 
was not yet removed, and her mother's tender 
fingers smoothed and folded it around her in 
the longing to do something for her. 

She had insisted on them taking the three 
doctors at once to Katharine, begging to be 
left alone with her child. Mr. Johnstone, 
however, could not rest without the doctors' 
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word before he yielded everything, lifeless 
as Tessie certainly appeared, and he was just 
about to leave the more fortunate Katharine 
with the one doctor, who could do all she re- 
quired, and take the others to his child's bed- 
side, when he heard his wife call him, hur- 
riedly, eagerly, tremulously. 

" Come, doctor ! " he cried, and ran 
quickly up the stairs. 

" She moved— oh, I am sure she moved ! 
The lamp does not flicker, does it ? " 

The doctors bent over the bed from the 
other side as Mrs. Johnstone spoke. The one 
looked doubtful, the other hopeful. Equally, 
they began all efforts to revive the child. 

" She is still living," said the doubtful one 
to the trembling mother. 

" She will live — she is all right ! 99 ex- 
claimed the younger and more hopeful man. 
It was a hard struggle to restore conscious- 
ness, although it was evident before many 
minutes that she breathed freely. She had 
been a little in advance of Katharine, or, 
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rather, to one side, and the fall had thrown 
her against a stout beam, less mouldering 
than the thinner planks, and her head had 
struck the stones of the walled side of the 
well. But ' when morning dawned, even 
Terese was saved, and the sunlight glorified 
the earth for every heart under the Shirley 
roof. 

"Well, mother," said Mr. Johnstone — and 
he had never called her that before — " Court- 
ney has about all there is of Brightmar this 
time, young and old, joy and sorrow, mourn- 
ing and thanksgiving. I think I shall gather 
up the tribe and go to Mass on our way home. 
They can stand that much more, although 
they are rather a seedy-looking family. God 
knows we every one of us have double and 
treble reason for going this morning 1 " 

He spoke with deep emotion, and Mrs. 
Johnstone could only look her answer. 

She and Miss Sara remained with Katha- 
rine and Terese, but in the course of the day 
they, too, took their departure for home. 
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The ambulance was put to its first use, and 
the two invalids were snugly placed on its 
long leather mattresses, where they managed 
to get not a little pleasure out of " driving 
out in bed." Katharine could turn and twist 
among her pillows quite nimbly, protecting 
her sprained wrist and ankle very skilfully, 
but Terese was very languid, and her head 
was heavy and sore to the touch, or at the 
jarring of the wheels over the rough places in 
the road. But she was always a quiet little 
thing, and her wordless smile was a placid in- 
dication that " it was well with her." 

u Oh, how glad I am to see Brightmar once 
more in such happiness ! " exclaimed Miss 
Sara, as they drew up at the door. 

" I am more than happy," said Mrs. John- 
atone. u I am content." 

* Thank you ever so much, Mr. Courtney, 
for the best day I ever had," was heard in 
Katharine's voice, as she "made her man- 
ners" in Charlotte's most approved style. 
Mr. Courtney had ridden over with them, and 
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was waiting to lift her out when Mr. John- 
stone took Terese. 

" My dear little girl ! n he said tenderly. 
"And I have to thank you for the greatest 
relief from sorrow I have ever known — you 
and Terese. I should never have forgiven 
myself if you— had not come home from 
Shirley." 

" It was ' innocent ignorance 9 on your part 
that time, but it did quite enough mischief, 
did it not ? " said Miss Morris, giving him the 
kindest and brightest of all the smiles she had 
ever given him. 

It was a glad, glad home-coming. And the 
gladness was heart-deep and enduring. 

It quite lifted Terese on its tide of rejoic- 
ing into a braver and more confident spirit, 
because it showed her, in ways she could not 
misunderstand, that she was greatly loved and 
valued. It carried off every trace of Katha- 
rine's newness. After that, she was always 
one of the Brightmar children indeed, and 
sure of it. For a long time she and Terese 
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reckoned every event from " the time we fell 
down the well at Shirley," and every mention 
of it was made with a solemnity and earnest- 
ness that proved the impression it had left. 
The others, too, were never inclined to treat 
it lightly, with the exception of Polly, who 
was heard to say that, since it did not hurt so 
very much, she wished it had been her in- 
stead of Katharine, because it made one of so 
much importance, and was "so nice and ro- 
mantic." It had been a most serious affair to 
all of them. 
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CAPTAIN RAMSEY AGAIN. 

Not alone at Brightmar was it a matter of 
serious import. The Yard had not by any 
means resigned its interest in " little Katha- 
rine Morris," and when Miss Morris wrote the 
very next day to Mrs. Ramsey, with a very 
particular reference to the Captain's interest 
in the " dear little thing," there was quite a 
stir in the Captain's quarters, and an influx 
of callers until a late hour to renew all their 
memories of the child and her parents. Miss 
Morris wrote this time in a strain so different 
from her first letters that the Captain was at 
once convinced he had entirely "misunder- 
stood 99 the whole state of things. This grate- 
ful remembrance of Mrs. Ramsey's kindness, 

this warm and affectionate interest which 
187 
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detailed so minutely Katharine's escape and 
her position in her home — neither of them 
belonged to the Miss Sara Bronson Morris he 
had connected with that dashing, iron-lined 
signature. 

" I tell you what ! " he exclaimed, when 
they were talking it over, " 1 believe — 1 have 
more than half a mind to stop over at 
Brightmar when I go up North. I did think 
I would never go near them — not even for 
the child's sake. I thought they were a kind 
of people I do not like anywhere — a foreign 
graft, you know, on American stock. But — I 
would like — to see for myself " 

" I am glad the thought occurred to you," 
said Mrs. Ramsey. "I have always in- 
tended to go to see Katharine if I had the 
chance, for I want to know exactly how she is 
situated. And you never know what people 
are until you see them in their own home. 
You will certainly be near them when you go 
to Washington on that business. You must 
go over to Brightmar. Over, indeed ! I 
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haven't an idea where the place is, but it can- 
not be far from Washington/' 
So it was settled. 

The Captain, with his methodical ways, 
had replied to Miss Sara's letter as soon as it 
was received, but several times after their 
talk he began another letter to her in which 
he mentioned the possibility of calling at 
Brightmar before long. But when he told 
Mrs. Ramsey, she said she thought it best not 
to write. 

" A dozen things might happen to prevent, 
and then the child would have the disap- 
pointment instead of the pleasure. And they 
would write, of course, and set a time, and the 
time would be sure not to suit with the bu»- 
ness — it never does — and you would not get 
there at all, or get there in a stiff, horrid way 
you would not like. Just go, and the 
first day that suits your duties and yourself, 
go to Brightmar and surprise Katharine. 
Surprises are not pleasant things for all peo- 
ple, but they are delightful to children." 



Digitized by 



180 Captain Ramsey Again. 

The Captain tore up the last letter he had 
written that day, and followed Mrs. Ramsey's 
advice. 

Thus it was that one bright day, about a 
month later, the Captain stood on the steps 
at Brightmar, somewhat dusty and heated 
from his walk, but filled with an admiring 
sense of Brightmar's loveliness. It seemed 
to fit in, after all, with his first idea of Miss 
Sara Bronson Morris and her grandeur, and 
he gave his card to the servant in his state- 
liest " officer's way " and " walked in on his 
inches." But the next minute there was the 
swift patter of little feet as he had so often 
heard them, and there was Katharine. A 
rosy and a happy Katharine indeed, of whom 
no one could doubt that she was loving and 
beloved, cared for and carefully trained to 
fulfil a destiny her mother and father would 
both have rejoiced to see. 

" Oh, Captain, my Captain ! " she cried 
out, flying to his arms. " Oh, I didn't think 
you could come now ! I thought it would be 
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a whole long, long while — a year, you know. 
Where is she ? Did you leave her at the 
station ? With Johnny ? I must go tell 
Aunt Sara to send for them this very minute. 
She won't like it one bit if I let them wait. 
Nor Aunt Pen — I haven't any Aunt Mary, 
don't you know. She's dead, but there's 
Aunt Mary's boys. They're very nice boys, 
too. And Uncle John — he's the chil'en's 
father. But he's away to-day or he'd go for 
them himself." 

She poured it all out in that delighted ex- 
citement of a child taken by a happy surprise, 
and now was running off when he stopped 
her, laughing. 

" Wait a minute — wait a minute, girlie ! 
There is no one at the station. She could not 
come, for I had to hurry off and hurry back 
on business for the Yard. And Johnny could 
not come without her. But I have brought 
you lots of love from both of them." 

"Whole lots?" 

"Yes, indeed!" 
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"Johnny, too ?" 

* Johnny, of course. He can talk now al- 
most as fast as yourself." 

"As fast" — leaning towards him and 
speaking softly — "as I could talk — that day 
you carried me home. Can he talk like 
that?" 

"Well — not quite like that. But he is 
learning very fast, and he grows very fast, 
and " 

But here the Captain had a great surprise 
himself, and a veTy happy one. He rose to 
meet the beautiful lady who was coming tow- 
ards him with outstretched hand and smiling 
eyes and a most charming manner altogether. 
Was this indeed Miss Sara Bronson Morris, 
of whom he had been half afraid because she 
wrote such a dashing letter with such a big, 
black signature ? But even the .best and 
wisest people are sometimes influenced by 
trifles such as these. 

" I am very glad to have an opportunity of 
thanking you as we should — if we can, that 
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is ! — for all the kindness you and Mrs. Ram- 
sey showed to our dear little girl" 

" This is my Aunt Sara/' explained Katha- 
rine. "And she's good like Mrs. Ramsey, 
only different." 

The laugh which greeted this introduction 
was the "parting peal" of the last remnant 
of stiffness between two strangers. 

" You are all different, but just as good," 
stoutly protested Katharine, with flaming 
cheeks. 

"And we all .thank you for your good 
opinion, my darling, and for telling us of it 
just as you have told it," said Miss Sara. " I 
only wish Mrs. Ramsey was with you to enjoy 
it with us," she continued, turning to the 
Captain, " but I am sure she is not, for I saw 
you ' a long way off/ crossing the brook, and 
you were alone. I knew the uniform, but not 
the wearer. If you had but sent us word, we 
would have been so glad to spare you the 
warm and dusty walk." 

Then the Captain again explained it all. 
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"When we learned how nearly she had 
slipped from us," he concluded, with his arm 
around Katharine on the sofa, " we felt that it 
would be a great satisfaction to see her once 
more. So I was commissioned to come and 
look at her for both Mrs. Ramsey and myself 

"And now that you are here, we shall 
claim you until the very utmost limit of your 
time, and make much of you to the utmost 
limit of our powers/' 

It was said with the tone and manner which 
satisfied the Captain perfectly that he wis 
welcome and that the welcome was as high as 
the roof and as wide as the four walls of any 
Home in Christendom. 

The Captain had a week at Brightmar, and 
left it thoroughly satisfied with all he had 
seen and heard — with Katharine, with her 
family, and with her home. He wrote as 
much to Mrs. Ramsey, but it did not all come 
out until he was back in the Yard, at ease in 
his own quarters. 

"Yes, I am perfectly satisfied," he said. 
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" Perfectly ! I used to be a little anxious — I 
am ashamed of it now. It was the right thing 
in every way. She is better provided for than 
she could possibly have been otherwise, she 
is surrounded with as much love and as good 
care as even you could have given her — but 
with no more, except that there are more of 
them than there are of us, — and she is with 
her own people. That is a great thing — a 
great thing ! I have an idea that God 
knows where He means a child to go 
when He sends it, and He sends it to 
those among whom its duties lie, where 
it shall get and give all that it needs most to 
help it serve and glorify Him. Katharine is 
at home in the best sense of the word. And I 
must own that I am all the better satisfied 
because we have not lost her, but have gained 
with her new friends any one might be proud 
of anywhere. Katharine will be a close-forged 
link between us. She is grateful and faith- 
ful. She will never forget." 
And she never did forget 
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"feed's little daughter." 

Bbightmab in June and Brightmar in 
November are two different places. To a city 
child Brightmar in November might seem 
gloomy and dull on a first arrival, for the 
terrace is gray and bleak, the gardens are 
stripped of their blossoms, the arbors and 
shaded nooks are bare of their rustic seats 
and tables, and the leaves are scattered over 
walks and benches. But within doors all is 
so warm and cheerful, the great fires are so 
ruddy and lively, the hall and its gallery echo 
so with the gay voices and the coming and 
going of the little feet, that the outside world 
is forgotten, and no city home, however ele- 
gant, is so stately and so spacious as this fine 
old country home. A few days in it will 
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bring to the surface more pleasures than 
these, and the child who looks and learns will 
see beautiful things in winter as well as in 
summer. The leafless trees show like fine 
gray lace against the winter skies, and the 
ruddy light of a winter sunset makes a glori- 
ous glow in the woods by which to walk. 
Then walking and riding are both pleasanter 
in cool weather than in the warm days — that 
is, before " the bitter winds do blow " — and 
things unexpected are always " cropping cut/' 
The Brightmar children say so, at any rate. 

The summer had passed, the time for les- 
sons had come again, they had all been hard 
at work for two months, and now they had 
reached another holiday — the first days of 
November. At Brightmar it had long been 
the custom to keep as real holidays All Saints' 
Day and All Souls' Day. Old Mr. Morris had 
called home his children from far and wide 
for those two days so long as it was possible, 
but of late Dr. Morris and Mrs. Johnstone 
had been far away at that season, the eldest 
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son — father of Jeff and Agnes — and the 
widowed mother of Stanislaus and his 
brothers were dead, and Miss Sara alone re- 
mained. No holiday was thought of, but a 
reverent keeping of the feasts. The three 
elders resolved this year to renew the old 
fashion, and show the children what had been 
the custom of their own childhood. It seemed 
all the more desirable that they should 
be together, now that there were so many 
dear ones missing from earth whom they 
might hopefully pray for as among the holy 
souls. 

It was Katharine's first experience of cold 
weather. She had been born in the far South 
and had never left it, except in the middle of 
summer, until she came to Brightmar in the 
spring. She had become accustomed to all 
Northern weather and ways so far, and had 
grown so rosy and tall and plump that she 
looked as though she had faced many a crisp 
morning and many a fresh evening frost 
among the mountains and the woods. Les- 
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sons were coming on finely with Miss Althea, 
and Oretta was finding it rather a struggle to 
get through the " old lessons " they were now 
dealing with, for Katharine read as well as 
she did herself, and was far more attentive 
to every lesson than Gretta had ever been to 
anything but poetry. She had caught up to 
Freddie, and would soon pass him, for Fred- 
die was not ambitious and was satisfied to be 
quietly happy and at peace. He dreaded a 
scolding, though, and worked tolerably well 
to escape one, so he was not troublesome. 
Terese went quietly on always ; Francis had 
not yet come into the schoolroom for regular 
lessons — he kept Gertrude company in very 
short and simple lessons at their mother's 
side, for Gertrude was too delicate and back- 
ward to be counted more than a very little 
one, although she was nearly seven. She and 
Johnny were coupled together even oftener 
than she and Francis, while Freddie, who 
looked her twin, was far beyond her in men- 
tal gifts. But the doctors insisted she only 
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needed time and no pressure to restore all she 
had lost through a long illness two years be- 
fore. 

" What is the matter, my darling ? " 

It was Miss Sara who asked the question, 
and it was to Katharine she spoke. She had 
noticed the little girPs increasing quiet and 
shrinking from the others for the last day or 
two, and coming into her room on a bright 
afternoon, had found her standing, idle and 
sad, at the window. 

" I am only thinking, Aunt Sara. Nothing 
else." 

" But of what ? Have you not something 
to think of all the time, little maid ? " 

" Yes, always. But not — like — this." 

Her voice sank to a whisper, and she 
pressed her face against the encircling arm 
Miss Sara had folded round her shoulders 
with a gentle earesa 

" And what is ' this ' ? " persisted her kind 
questioner. 

" Don't you know, Aunt Sara ? To- 
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morrow will be All Saints' Day. And — the 
next day — it will be All Souls* Day." 
"Well, darling?" 

" I heard you and Aunt Pen talking yester- 
day of the feasts, and of the flowers and the 
graves and — the prayers. And — I — I have 
more to pray for than all the others, and — 
mine have — only me ! " 

It was the very saddest little voice Miss Sara 
had ever heard that spoke the last two words, 
and at first she could not answer it. She 
could only hold her little niece in silence for 
a minute or two. 

" Oh, Katharine, little Katharine," she said 
at last, " what a patient little girl you are to 
have borne with your careless aunt all this 
time without a word ! Did you think we had 
forgotten them because we did not speak of 
them?" 

Katharine nodded timidly. 

" Never, my darling ! We would have 
spoken long ago, but I dreaded it. It is very, 
very sad to us to have lost them in that way — 
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to have lost all your dear mother's sweet wis- 
dom and goodness without ever knowing her. 
Every day you have been with us you have 
taught us more and more of your father and 
your mother, and have made us feel more and 
more how much we would have loved her — 
as much as we loved him, our own dear 
brother. I have wanted to talk with you 
about them so often ! But I really did not 
know — forgive me, dear ! — how much you re- 
membered, how much you cared." 

t€ Oh, Aunt Sara ! I remember everything, 
and I think, think, think all the time — in- 
deed I do ! But I must not cry, you know. 
Mrs. Ramsey said they would be pleased if I 
was good, and I am good — mostly good ! Oh, 
I do want to be ! " 

"You are, darling. Our dear Lord and His 
dear Mother know that you try, that you show 
to all of us you wish to honor them and 
glorify Him." 

" I do try hard. And I stop many a time 
to think just what mother told me I must do 
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to be good. She always used to tell me, and 
then father kissed me when I did it/' 

She hid her face again and Miss Sara felt 
her tremble. But the pouring out of her 
grief and loneliness — which she had felt for 
the first time — was a relief to her little heart, 
and they had a long, long talk which neither 
of them ever forgot. After such a beginning 
it was easy for Miss Sara to ask, and wonder- 
ful how clearly Katharine could answer. She 
must indeed have stopped many times to 
think over her mother's teachings, and she 
must have tried — far harder than she ever 
seemed to be trying — to do as she was taught. 
They had thought she was " naturally a good 
child," but Miss Sara saw there had been 
many a struggle and many a silent victory. 
It was not all done, either, to please the dear 
father and mother. There was a child's inno- 
cent and reverent trust in God the Father, a 
child's wisely simple understanding of the 
story of our blessed Lord and His dear 
Mother, a child's looking to the Strength of 
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the mighty, a child's turning to the Hope of 
the hopeless, in a child's troubles and per- 
plexities. That talk brought them Tery near 
to each other, and gave the little girl a friend 
in her aunt who not only loved her for her 
father's sake and as "a good little thing" 
who gave no trouble, but as a thinking, striv- 
ing, earnest little soul, with a mind and heart 
far in advance of her years. 

The feasts were beautiful days indeed. 
They were kepi; in the old fashion of the Mor- 
ris family — not sorrowfully, not solemnly, but 
marked with a tender reverence for the holy 
departed and the unknown dead. No lessons, 
of course, and every one at Mass, and the 
graves all beautiful with flower and wreath 
and cross and branch, gathered by the chil- 
dren and shaped by the skilful fingers of the 
elders. The neighborhood around Brightmar 
was Catholic — there were but thirteen Prot- 
estants in it, the Dutch miller, his wife, and 
their eleven children — and the customs of the 
Morris family were only those of the place, 
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except in the greater degree because of the 
ease with which wealth overcomes any diffi- 
culty in the keeping of a holyday. 

The week after the two feasts was also 
without lessons, and it closed with a family 
party, where more than " the Brightmars " — 
as Katharine, by a happy thought, had named 
their own party — were added to the number. 
Every one they could gather in, who "be- 
longed" to them or was connected by marriage, 
they had invited, and all except Stanislaus 
Donne, who had entered the novitiate at 
Frederic at midsummer, came during the day 
or the evening. The only one present who 
was neither relative nor connection was Mr. 
Courtney, and u who ever heard of anything 
at Brightmar without him ? 99 as Polly com- 
mented when some far-off cousin, after vainly 
trying to trace his pedigree in the Morris line, 
remarked upon his presence with wonder. 

Katharine, of course, attracted no little at- 
tention, for all had heard of her, and nearly 
all had known her father. "And this is 
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Fred's little daughter ? " she heard so often 
that the question seemed to adapt itself to 
every face turned kindly towards her. In the 
reminiscences exchanged around her and oyer 
her small head she seemed to find a new 
father — a gay, bright, fun-loving father she 
had never seen. It was many years before she 
learned of the shadow that fell from Bright- 
mar on that sunny nature, and softened it to 
the exquisite tenderness of the father of her 
memory. 

"I never saw him after he entered the 
navy," many of them said, and only one — a 
tall, grave, dark-faced man who had married 
a cousin — had ever "been South" and vis- 
ited him in the Yard, before Katharine's 
time. 

" He was the right man in the right place," 
he said. " Never was a nobler fellow, anil he 
had a splendid wife. Splendid and lovely 
both, in her beauty, and, I fancy, as much so 
in character. It is just about a year 
since — " some one touched his arm with a 
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look at Katharine — u since you came to 
Brightmar, isn't it?* 
"Not quite* 

But she could not explain, for she knew he 
meant to say " since they died/ 9 and she un- 
derstood the ready kindness which so quickly 
changed the sentence to spare her the refer- 
ence. 

" Everybody is good to me, Aunt Sara,* 
she said, when telling her of the occurrence 
that night. "I think they are very, very 
good. They always remember I have no 
father and mother, and they all try to help 
me forget it, don't they ? * 

She had been talking it all over, and asking 
who this was and how that one came to be a 
cousin, and many little things had come up 
of the same kind, where consideration had 
been shown " Fred's little daughter* 

"Even when they don't call me that and 
don't love my father, people are good to me. 
They are better to me than to the others — 
Jeff, you know, and Agnes and Polly and 
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Stanislaus and his brothers — because — be- 
cause I am left all alone — all, all alone. I 
believe, Aunt Sara," speaking in a lowered, 
reverent voice, and lifting earnest eyes to the 
listening face bent over her — " I really do be- 
lieve Our Lady told Our Lord she was so sorry 
for me that dreadful time — when I woke up, 
you know, and was so frightened because 
there was nobody there — and ever since He 
has told all the other people to be sorry for 
me, too. And they are sorry, and that makes 
them good to me. And I love them, every 



" My darling, the whole world will be good 
to you if you go on as you have begun, loving 
every one, and trying to help every one, and 
trying not to give any one pain or trouble of 
any kind. But, like you, I believe Our Lady 
told her Son she was sorry for you that day, 
and that He remembers it, too. He is sorry 
for those who are lonely and sad Himself, you 
know. And I believe He is specially sorry for 
the lonely little children, and remembers how 
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sweet and loving His own Mother was to Him 
when He was a little child. Depend upon it, 
there is a very special Providence for the or- 
phans. And, oh, may it always keep Fred's 
little daughter ! " 

And thus was answered the question every 
one was asking just one year before : " What 
is to be done with little Katharine Morris ? 93 
How dark to those who asked stretched out 
the future of the little maid, how sad to every 
one the lonely lot of the once tenderly cher- 
ished child I Kind hearts were moved with 
sympathy, kind and generous hands were 
ready to minister to her, the best there was 
to give was given without stint from the first 
moment she was found — and yet no one 
seemed to remember that love more generous, 
sympathy more tender, care more unceasing, 
and protection more efficient than any were 
surely hers. "When thy father and thy 
mother forsake thee/' who is it that has 
promised to " take thee up " ? He whose 
promises never fail. And He well knew what 
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was to be done with the dear little girl whose 
gifts and talents, whose strong and loving 
heart He had fashioned for the life that was 
to fall to her lot. 

Innocently, trustfully, patiently — as a child 
can so often be patient— doing all that she 
knew of right, and " stopping many times 99 
to remember what she had been taught so 
that she might do it, Katharine had passed as 
by angel guidance through the first year of 
orphanage. And it left her "in pleasant 
places/ 9 to grow into the sweetest reminder of 
her lovely, lost mother and her faithful, 
duty-honoring father. Unspoiled, because 
unconscious, generous, grateful, asking noth- 
ing, yet receiving all she most desired, no ten- 
derly cherished darling of the most anxious 
parents was ever happier or more beloved 
than " Fred's little daughter." Miss Sara's 
prayer for her was surely heard and answered. 
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SPECIAL INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF 

THE OLD TESTAMENT. Part I. Gigot. net, 1 60 

SPECIAL INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF 

THE OLD TESTAMENT. Part II. Gigot. net, 2 00 

SPIRAGO'S METHOD OF CHRISTIAN DOCTRINE. 

Messmer. net, 1 60 

SPIRITUAL CONSIDERATIONS. Bucnleb, O.P. net, 1 25 
SPIRITUAL DESPONDENCY AND TEMPTATIONS. 

Michel, SJ. net, 1 25 

SPIRITUAL EXERCISES FOR A TEN DAYS' RE- 
TREAT. Smetana, C.SS.R. net, 0 76 
SPIRITUAL PEPPER AND SALT. Stang. Paper, 

0.26: Cloth, 0 60 

SPIRltf OF SACRIFICE AND THE LIFE OF SAC- 
RIFICE IN THE RELIGIOUS STATE. Gxeaud- 
Thurston. net, 2 00 

SPOILING THE DIVINE FEAST. Zulueta. 0 05 

STORIES FOR FIRST COMMUNICANTS. Keller, net, 0 60 
STORIES OF THE MIRACLES OF OUR LORD, 

THE. 0 00 

STORY OF THE DIVINE CHILD. Lino*. 0 60 

STORY OF THE FRIENDS OF JESUS. 0 60 

STORY OF JESUS. Simply Told for the Young. 

R. MVLHOLLANB. 0 60 

STRIVING AFTER PERFECTION. Batma. net, 1 00 

SUNDAY-SCHOOL DIRECTOR'S GUIDE. Sloan, net, 0 60 
SUNDAY-SCHOOL TEACHER'S GUIDE. Sloan, net, 0 60 
SURE WAY TO A HAPPY MARRIAGE. Paper, 0.15; 

TaS^'WITH THE LITTLE ONES ABOUT THE ° ** 
APOSTLES' CREED. 0 60 

THEORY AND PRACTICE OF THE CONFES- 
SIONAL. Schielee-Heuser. net, 8 60 
THOUGHTS AND AFFECTIONS ON THE PASSION 
OF JESUS CHRIST FOR EVERY DAY IN THE 
YEAR. Bergamo, net, 2 00 
THOUGHTS ON THE RELIGIOUS LIFE. Lasancb, net, 1 60 
TRAINING OF CHILDREN. Madame Cecilia. net, 0 76 
TRUE POLITENESS, LETTERS ON. Dehors. net, 0 76 
TRUE SPOUSE OF CHRIST. Lxguosx. 0 50 
TRUE SPOUSE OF CHRIST. Vol*. I and II. 

Liguori. Each. net, 1 60 

VENERATION OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN. 

RoHNia-BasxNAN. 0 50 

VICTORIES OF THE MARTYRS. Liguori. nei, l 60 

VIGIL HOUR. Ryan, S.T. 0 06 

VISIT TO EUROPSf AND THE HOLY LAND. 

Fairbanks. 
VOCATIONS EXPLAINED. 

WAY OF THE CROSS. Paper, 0 06 

WAY OF THE CROSS. Hluttrated. Encharlstic 

Method. 0 10 

WAY OF THE CROSS. Illustrated. Method of St. 

F \NCia A&sul • 10 
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FRIEND. Sloajt. ntt, 0 76 



WAY OF THE CROSS. Illustrated. Method Jmrxr 

Father. 0 10 

WAY OF THE CROSS. Illustrated. Method St. 

Alphonsus Lxouori. 0 10 

WAY OF SALVATION AND OF PERFECTION. 

Meditations. Lxguorx. ntt, 1 60 

WAY OF INTERIOR PEACE. Bbucbbb, ntt, 1 SO 

WHAT CATHOLICS HAVE DONE FOR SCIENCE. 

Brknnak. ntt, 1 86 

WHAT THE CHURCH TEACHES. Drury. Paper, 

0JI5; Cloth, 0 00 

WHAT TIMiS^WHAT MORALS! Sbmplb, SJ. ^ 

NOVELS, POETRY, ETC 

AGATHA'S HARD SAYING. Rosa Mulholland. 0 60 
BACK TO THE WORLD. Chamrol. ntt, 1 15 
BEST STORIES BY THE FOREMOST CATHOUC 

AUTHORS. 10 vols. t 60 
BLACK BROTHERHOOD, THE. Gabbold, SJ. ntt, 1 86 

BOND AND FREE. Coknob. 0 60 

BUT THY LOVE AND THY GRACE. Fihm, S.J. 1 00 
BY THE BLUE RIVER. I. Clabbb. ntt, 1 86 

CARROLL DARE. Waogaman. 1 86 

CIRCUS RIDER'S DAUGHTER. Bbacbbl. 0 60 

CONNOR D'ARCY'S STRUGGLES. Biamou* 0 60 

CORINNE'S VOW. Wagoamak. 1 86 

DAUGHTER OF KINGS, A. Hiaaaow. 1 86 

DION AND THE SYBILS. M. Kaoa. 0 60 

FABIOLA. Wisbmak. Illustrated. 0 60 

FABIOLA'S SISTERS. CLAaaa. 0 60 

FATAL BEACON. BaAcaax. 1 86 
FAUSTULA. Ayscough. ntt, 1 86 
FLOWERS OF THE CLOISTER. Poena, Sisraa 

La Mottb. 1 86 

FORGIVE AND FORGET. LiNcaw. 0 60 
FRIENDLY LITTLE HOUSE, THE, AND OTHER 

STORIES. Taggabt. 0 60 

HEARTS OF GOLD. Edhob. 1 86 

HEIRESS OF CRONENSTEIN, THE. Haxx-Haxx. 0 60 

HER BLIND FOLLY. Holt. 1 86 

HER FATHER'S DAUGHTER. HiaaaoM. 1 86 

HER JOURNEY'S END. Cooaa. 0 60 

IDOLS. Navbry. 0 6f 

IN GOD'S GOOD TIME. Ross. 0 ft 

IN THE DAYS OF KING HAL. Taggabt. 1 86 

M KIND HEARTS AND CORONETS." Habbisov. 1 86 

LET NO MAN PUT ASUNDER. Ma* it, l 00 

LIGHT OF HIS COUNTENANCE, THE. Haam 0 60 

LITTLE CARDINAL. THE. Pabb. I 86 

LINKED LIVES. Douglas. 1 60 

MARCELLA GRACE. Rosa Mulholland. 0 60 
MARIAE COROLLA. Poems on the Blessed Virgin. 

Hill. 1 86 

MELCHIOR OF BOSTON. Earls. 1 00 
MIGHTY FRIEND, THE. L'Ebmxtb. ntt, 1 60 
MIRROR OF SHALOTT, THE. Bbmson. ntt, 1 60 
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MISS ERIN. Francis. • 50 

MONK'S PARDON, THE. Naveet. 0 50 

MR. BILLY BUTTONS. Lecky. 1 85 

MY LADY BEATRICE. Cooke. 0 50 

NOT A JUDGMENT. Keom. l 25 

OTHER MISS LISLE, THE. Marti*. 0 50 

OUT OF BONDAGE. Holt. 1 25 

OUTLAW OF CAMARGUE, THE. De Lamothe. 0 50 

PASSING SHADOWS. York*. 1 25 

PASSION FLOWERS. Poems. Hill. 1 25 

•TAT." Hinkson. net, 1 85 

PERE MONNIER'S WARD. Lecky. l 25 

PILKINGTON HEIR, THE. Sadlier. 1 25 

PRISONERS' YEARS. Clarke. net, 1 35 

PRODIGAL'S DAUGHTER, THE. Bugg. 1 00 

RED INN AT ST. LYPHAR. THE. Sadlier. 1 25 

ROAD BEYOND THE TOWN, THE, AND OTHER 

POEMS. Earls. 1 26 

ROMANCE OF A PLAYWRIGHT, THE. Bornirr. 1 00 
ROSE OF THE WORLD. Martin. 0 50 

ROUND TABLE OF AMERICAN CATHOLIC NOV- 
ELISTS. 1 50 
ROUND TABLE OF IRISH AND ENGLISH CATH- 
OLIC NOVELISTS. 1 50 
ROUND TABLE OF GERMAN CATHOLIC NOV- 
ELISTS. 1 60 
ROUND TABLE OF FRENCH CATHOLIC NOV- 
ELISTS. 1 50 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. I. \ A^—nflW 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol.11. 3n» 1 00 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. III. f 1 00 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. IV. f 222^2*5 1 00 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. V. VS^KSfs * <*> 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. VI. /° „!Sr J fSrf° 1 00 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. VII. I 2™i tS2" 1 00 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. VIU. J£ u £- 1 00 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. IX. ) wSS* * 1 00 
ROUND THE WORLD SERIES. Vol. X. / I******* l 00 
RULER OF THE KINGDOM, THE. Keon. 1 25 
SECRET OF THE GREEN VASE, THE. Cooke. 0 50 
SHADOW OF EVERSLEIGH, THE. Lamdowms, 0 50 
SO AS BY FIRE. Connor. 0 50 
SOGGARTH AROON. Guinan. 125 
SON OF SIRO. THE. Copus. 1 60 
SONGS AND SONNETS. Egan. 1 00 
STORY OF CECILIA, THE. Hinksow. 1 26 
STUORE. Earls. 1 00 
TEMPEST OF THE HEART, THE. GRAY. 0 50 
TEST OF COURAGE. THE. Ross. 0 50 
THAT MAN'S DAUGHTER. Ross. 1 25 
THEIR CHOICE. Skinner. 1 00 
THROUGH THE DESERT. Sienkiewicz. net, 1 25 
TRAINING OF SILAS. Devinr, S.J. 1 25 
TRUE STORY OF MASTER GERARD, THE. 

Sadlier. 1 25 

TURN OF THE TIDE, THE. Gray. 0 60 

UNBIDDEN GUEST, THE. Cookr. 0 60 

UNRAVELLING OF A TANGLE, THE. Tagoart. 1 26 

UP IN ARDMUIRLAND. Barrett. net, 1 26 
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VOCATION OF EDWARD CONWAY, THE. Egan. 1 36 

WARGRAVE TRUST/TnttE. Rtio. 1 86 

WAY THAT LED BfeYOND. THE. Harrison. 1 St 
WEDDING BELLS OF GLENDALOUGH, THE. 

Earls. net, 1 86 

WHEN LOVE IS STRONG. Keon. 1 36 

WOMAN OF FORTUNE. Christian Reid. 1 36 

WORLD WELL LOST, THE. Robebtson. 0 76 

JUVENILES. 

ALTHEA. Nirdlinger. 0 00 

ADVENTURE WITH THE APACHES, AN. Fmr. 0 46 

AS GOLD IN THE FURNACE. Copus. 0 86 

AS TRUE AS GOLD. Man nix. 0 46 

BELL FOUNDRY, THE. Schaching. 0 46 

BERKLEYS, THE. Wight. 0 46 

BEST FOOt FORWARD. THE. Fink. 0 86 

BETWEEN FRIENDS. Aumeblb. 0 86 

BISTOURI. Melandbi. 0 46 

BLISSYLVANIA POST-OFFICE, THE. Taogabx. 0 46 

BOB-O'-LINK. Waggaman. 0 46 

BROWNIE AND I. Aumeblb. 0 86 

BUNT AND BILL. C. Mulholland. 0 46 

BY BRANSCOME RIVER. Taggaet. o 46 

CAPTAIN TED. Waggaman. 0 60 

CAVE BY THE BEECH FORK, THE. Spalding. 0 86 

CHARLIE CHITTYWICK. Beabne. 0 86 

CHILDREN OF CUPA. Mannix. 0 46 

CHILDREN OF THE LOG CABIN. Dblamarb. 0 86 

CLARE LORAINE. "Lee." 0 86 

CLAUDE LIGHTFOOT. Finn. 0 86 

COLLEGE BOY, A. Yobkk. 0 86 

CUPA REVISITED. Mannix. 0 46 

DADDY DAN. Waggaman. 0 46 

DEAR FRIENDS. Niedungeb. 0 60 

DIMPLING'S SUCCESS. C. MuLHOLLAwa 0 46 

DOLLAR HUNT, THE. E. C. Maetin. 0 46 

ETHELRED PRESTON. Finn. 0 86 

EVERY-DAY GIRL. AN. Cbowlet. 0 46 

FAIRY OF THE SNOWS, THE. Finn, SJ. 0 86 

FIVE O'CLOCK STORIES. 0 60 

FLOWER OF THE FLOCK. Egan. 0 86 

FOR THE WHITE ROSE. Hinkson. 0 46 

FREDDY CARR'S ADVENTURES. Gaebold. 0 86 

FREDDY CARR AND HIS FRIENDS. Garrold. 0 86 

FRED'S LITTLE DAUGHTER. S. T. Smith. 0 46 

GOLDEN LILY, THE. Hinkson. 0 46 

GREAT CAPTAIN, THE. Hinkson. 0 46 

GUILD BOYS OF RIDINGDALE. Beabne, SJ. 0 85 

HALDEMAN CHILDREN, THE. Mannix. 0 45 

HARMONY FLATS. Whitmibe. 0 86 

HARRY DEE. Finn, S.J. 0 85 

HARRY RUSSELL. Copus, S.T. 0 85 

HEIR OF DREAMS, AN. O'Malley. mm 0 45 

HIS FIRST AND LAST APPEARANCE. Finn, SJ. 1 00 

HOST AGE OF WAR. Bowesteel. 0 45 

HOW THEY WORKED THEIR WAY. Egan. 0 86 

fif QUEST OF THE GOLDEN CHEST. Barton. 1 15 
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•7ACK." 0 46 

TACK HILDRETH ON THE NILE. Taooabt. 0 86 

JACK O'LANTERN. Waogamak. 0 46 

Juniors of st. bede's. bbyson. o 86 

JUVENILE ROUND TABLE. First Series. l 00 

JUVENILE ROUND TABLE. Second Series. 1 00 

Juvenile round table. Third Series. i oo 

KLONDIKE PICNIC. A. Donnelly. o 86 
LEGENDS AND STORIES OF THE CHILD JESUS 

FROM MANY LANDS. Lutx. 0 60 

LITTLE APOSTLE ON CRUTCHES. THE. Delamabb. 0 46 

LITTLE GIRL FROM BACK EAST. THE. Robbbts. 0 45 

LITTLE MARSH ALLS AT THE LAKE. Nixow-Rouurr 0 60 

LITTLE MISSY. Waogamak. 0 46 

LOYAL BLUE AND ROYAL SCARLET. Taggakt. 0 85 

MADCAP SET AT ST. ANNE'S. THE. Bbunowb, 0 45 

MAKING OF MORTLAKE. THE. Copus, S.J. 0 85 

MARKS OF THE BEAR CLAWS, THE. Spalding, SJ. 0 85 

MARY TRACY'S FORTUNE. Sadlieb. 0 46 

MELOR OF THE SILVER HAND. Bias** SJ. 0 85 

MILLY AVELING. S. T. Smith. 0 86 

MORE FIVE O'CLOCK STORIES. 0 50 

MOSTLY BOYS. Finn. SJ. 0 85 

MYSTERIOUS DOORWAY^ THE. Sadueb. 0 46 

MYSTERY OF CLEVERLY. THE. Bakto*. 0 86 

MYSTERY OF HORNBY HALL, THE. Sadlub. 0 85 

NAN NOBODY. Waggaman. 0 45 

NED RIEDER. Wehs. 0 85 

NEW BOYS AT RIDINGDALE, THE. Beabne, SJ. 0 85 

NEW SCHOLAR AT ST. ANNE'S, THE. B&uirowm 0 85 

OLD CHARLMONT'S SEED BED. S. T. Smith. 0 45 

OLD MILL ON THE WITHROSE. Spalding, SJ. 0 85 

OUR LADY'S LUTENIST. Beabne, SJ. • 86 

PANCHO AND PANCHITA. Mannix. 0 45 

PAULINE ARCHER. Sadlujl 0 46 

PERCY WYNN. Finn, SJ. 0 86 

PERIL OF DIONYSIO. Mannix. 0 46 

PETRONILLA, AND OTHER STORIES. Donnbllt. 0 85 

PICKLE AND PEPPER. DotsiY. 0 86 

PILGRIM FROM IRELAND, A. Cainot. 0 45 

PLAYWATER PLOT. Waggaman. 0 60 

POVERINA. Buckbnham. 0 86 

§UEEN'S PAGE, THE. Hmxtow. 0 45 

UEEN'S PROMISE, THE. Waggaman. 0 60 

ACE FOR COPPER ISLAND, THE. Spalding, S J. 0 86 

RECRUIT TOMMY COLLINS. Bonesteel. 0 45 

RIDINGDALE FLOWER SHOW. Beabne. SJ. 0 86 

ROMANCE OF THE SILVER SHOON. Beabne, SJ. 0 86 

SEA-GULLS' ROCK, THE. Sandbau. 0 46 

SEVEN LITTLE MARSHALLS, THE. Nixox-Roulet. 0 45 

SHADOWS LIFTED. Copus, SJ. 0 86 

SHEER PLUCK. Beabne, SJ. 0 85 

SHERIFF OF THE BEECH FORK, THE. Spalding, SJ. 0 86 

ST. CUTHBERT'S. Copus. SJ. 0 86 

STRONG-ARM OF AVAIXJN. Waggaman. 0 86 

SUGAR-CAMP AND AFTER. THE. Spalding, S J. 0 85 

SUMMER AT WOODVILLE; A. Sadlieb. 0 46 
TALES AND LEGENDS OF THE MIDDLE AGES. 

Capella. 0 60 
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TALISMAN, THE. Sabli**. • *» 

TAMING OF POLLY, THE. DoastT. • 86 

THAT FOOTBALL GAME. Finn- SJ. • tS 

THREE GIRLS AND ESPECIALLY ONE. Taggast. f) 46 

TOLD IN THE TWILIGHT. Moth** Salom*. ft 86 

TOM LOSELY: BOY. Copus, SJ. #) 86 

TOM'S LUCK POT. Waggaman. #46 

TOM PLAYFAIR. Finn, SJ. #) 86 

TOORALLADDY. Walsh. S) 46 

TRANSPLANTING OF TESSIE, THE. Waggaman. • 88 
TREASURE OF NUGGET MOUNTAIN, THE. 

Taggart. • 86 

TWO LITTLE GIRLS. Mack. • 46 
• VIOLIN MAKER OF MITTENWALD, THE. 

SCHACHING. • 46 

WAYWARD WINIFRED. Sadubl • 86 

WINNETOU, THE APACHE KNIGHT. Taggabt. • 86 

BENZIGER'S STANDARD FIFTY-CENT LIBRARY FOR 
EVERYBODY 

Noreli and Religions Boots by the best CsthoBe Authors. 
Copyright books. Substantially sad attractively bound in doth. 
Complete list of books in library sent on application. Each 
volume, $0.60. 

CATHOLIC LIBRARIES 
Book* of Religious Instruction, Novels, and Juveniles, put up 
in libraries of 10, 18, and 80 volumes, at $10.00, $18.00, and 
$15.00. Payable on the Easy Payment nan of $1.00 down and 
$1.00 a month. List of libraries sent on application. 

SCHOOLBOOKS. 
Catechisms, Readers (The Catholic National Readers. The 
New Century Readers), Charts, Spellers. Grammar, Bible History, 
United States Histories, Benxiger** Advanced Geography, Ben- 
ziger's Elementary Geography, Graded Arithmetics, Three-Book 
Series of Arithmetics, Hymnbook, etc, etc Complete list sent 
on application. 

prayer-books 

Compute illustrated catalogue will be sent on application* 
Sizes of books in inches: 48mo, about 83t* *8tf ; large 48mo, 
about 4* 8ft; small 88mo, about 4^x8; 88mo, about 4)4*8)4; 
oblong 88mo, about 5*4*8J4: 84mo, about 5*4x8*; oblong 
84mo, about 6Kx8K; l«mo, about 6^x4^; small 18mo, 7*6, 

FATHER LASANCE'S PRAYER-BOOKS 

Cloth. Gilt. 
MY PRAYER-BOOK: HAPPINESS IN 

GOODNESS. Reflections, Counsels, Prayers 

and Devotions. 16mo. 1 86 1 76—8 60 

MY PRAYER-BOOK. India Paper edition. 

10mo. 8 00—6 88 
MY PRAYER-BOOK. India Paper edition. 

With Epistles and Gospels. lOmo. 8 86—8 76 
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Cloth. Gilt. 

SBD SACRAMENT BOOK. Offers a 
[er and greater variety of prayers than 
any other book in English. Large 16mo. 1 50 8 00 — * 60 
WITH GOD. A Book of Prayers and Re- 
flections. lOmo. 1 26 1 76—6 00 
THE YOUNG MAN'S GUIDE. For manly 

boys and young men. Oblong tamo. 0 76 1 86 — 1 76 
THE CATHOLIC GIRL'S GUIDE. Counsels 
for Girls in the Ordinary Walks of Life 
and in Particular for the Children of 
Mary. OblonglOmo. 1 26 1 76—8 60 

PRAYER-BOOK FOR RELIGIOUS. A com- 
plete manual of prayers for members of 
all religious communities. Small 18mo. net, 1 60 8 60 
THOUGHTS ON THE RELIGIOUS LIFE. 
Reflections on the General Principles of 
the Religious Life, on Perfect Charity. 
Small 12mo. net, 1 60 2 60 

VISITS TO JESUS IN THE TABERNACLE. 
Hours and Half-Hours of Adoration be- 
fore the Blessed Sacrament. 16mo. 1 25 1 75— 8 Tft 
MANUAL OF THE HOLY EUCHARIST. 
Conferences on the Blessed Sacrament and 
Eucharistic Devotions. Oblong 84mo. 0 75 1 25 
SHORT VISITS TO THE BLESSED SAC- 
RAMENT. Oblong 82mo. 0 26 0 00 
MASS DEVOTIONSTAND READINGS ON 
THE MASS. Twelve methods of hearing 
Mass. Oblong 24 mo. 0 75 1 28 

SIE SACRED HEART BOOK. Ob. 24mo. 0 75 1 26 
TTLE MANUAL OF ST. ANTHONY. 
Oblong 82mo. 0 26 0 00 

A PIOUS PREPARATION FOR FIRST 

HOLY COMMUNION. lOmo. 0 75 111 

PRAYER-BOOKS FOR GENERAL USE 

ALL FOR JESUS. With Epistles and Gospels. 

Small ttmo. 0 80 0 40—4 80 

BREAD OF LIFE. THE. A Complete Com- 
munion Book for Catholics. By Rgv. F. 
Willam. Oblong 84mo. 0 75 1 86 

COME, LET US ADORE. A Eucharistic 
Manual. By Rxv. B. Hammm, O.F.M. 
_ Small 88mo. 0 76 1 if 

DEVOTIONS AND PRAYERS BY ST. 
ALPHONSUS LIGUORI. A Complete 



Manual of Pious Exercises for Every Day, 
Every Week, and Every Month. Waid. 



_ lOmo. 1 86 1 ft 

DEVOTIONS AND PRAYERS FOR THE 
SICK ROOM. A Book for Every Catholic 
Family. By Rav. J. A. Keaes, C.SS.R. 
ISmo. 1 86 

DOMINICAN MISSION BOOK. By a 

Dominican Father. l6mo. 0 76 1 60— 8 
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EUCHARISTIC SOUL ELEVATIONS. 

Thoughts and Texts Gleaned from Holy 

Writ. By Rxv. W. F. Stadblman, C.S.Sp. 

Oblong 84mo. 
FLOWERS OF PIETY. Approved Prayers 

for Catholics. 4gmo. 
FOLLOWING OF CHRIST. THE. Thomas 

a Kbmpis. With Reflections. SSmo. 
FOLLOWING OF CHRIST. THE. Thomas 

a Kbmpis. Without Reflections. SSmo. 
FOLLOWING OF CHRIST, THE. By 

Thomas A Kbmpis. Illustrated. India 

Paper, Edition de Luxe. SSmo. 
GARLAND OF PRAYER, THE. Contains 

Nuptial Mass. 88mo. 
GOLDEN KEY TO HEAVEN. With Epistles 

and Gospels. Small 88mo. 
HELP FOR THE POOR SOULS IN PUR- 
GATORY. Acxbbmamm. Small SSmo. 
HOLY HOUR OF ADORATION, THE. By 

Right Rbv. W. Stang, D.D. Oblong S4mo. 
IMITATION OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN. 

After the model of the "Imitation of 

Christ." Small 88mo. 
IMITATION OF THE SACRED HEART 

OF JESUS. Abnoudt, SJ. 16mo. net, 
INTRODUCTION TO A DEVOUT LIFE. 

By St. Francis db Sales. Small SSmo. 
KEY OF HEAVEN, THE. With Epistles 

and Gospels. 48mo. 
LITTLE MASS BOOK. By Right Rbv. 

Mgb. J. S. M. Lynch. Paper. 88mo. 
MANUAL OF THE HOLY NAME. S4mo. 
MANUAL OF THE SACRED HEART, 

NEW. Oblong 84mo. 
MANUAL OF ST. ANTHONY, NEW. 8Smo. 
MANUAL OF ST. JOSEPH, LITTLE. By 

Mgb. A. A. Lings. Oblong 8Smo. 
MISSION-BOOK FOR THE MARRIED. By 

Rbv. F. Gibabdbt. C.SS.R. SSmo. 
MISSION BOOK F6R THE SINGLE. By 

Rbv. F. Gibabbby, C.SS.R. SSmo. 
MISSION BOOK <5F THE REDEMPTO- 

RIST FATHERS, THE. 8Smo. 
MISSION REMEMBRANCE OF THE RE- 

DEMPTORIST FATHERS. By Rbv. P. 

Gbibbmann. 88mo. 
OFFICE OF THE HOLY WEEK. 16mo. 
OUR FAVORITE DEVOTIONS. By Right 

Rbv. Mgb. A. A. Lings. Oblong S4mo. 
OUR FAVORITE DEVOTIONS. By Right 

Rbv. Mgb. A. A. Lings. India Paper 

edition. Oblong S4mo. 
OUR FAVORITE NOVENAS. By Right 
_ Rev. Mgb. A. A. Lings. Oblong 84mo. 
OUR FAVORITE NOVENAS. Lings. India 

Paper edition. Oblong 84mou 
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OUR MONTHLY DEVOTIONS. By I 

Rav. Mob. A. A. Linos., 16mo. 1» 9 09 

PEARLS OF PRAYER* Measures only 

lMx9 inches. 0 48 0 60—4 15 

POCKET COMPANION. Oblong 48mo. 0 10 0 86 — 1 00 
PRACTICAL CATHOLIC, THE. Fatxb 

Palau. Oblong 64mo. 0 60 1 00—1 60 

PRACTICAL CATHOLIC, THE. India Paper 

edition with illustrations. Oblong 84mo. 1 85—8 00 

SERAPHIC GUIDE, THE. 84mo. 0 60 0 76 

VEST POCKET OEMS OP DEVOTION. 

Oblong 88mo. 0 SO 0 65— * 00 

VEST POCKET GEMS OF DEVOTION. 



With Epistles and Gospels. Oblong 88mo. 0 65 0 50—4 50 
VISITS TO THE MOST HOLY SACRA- 
MENT AND TO THE BLESSED VIRGIN 
MARY. By St. Alpboxsus Lxouoax. 

66mo. 0 65 0 75— 1 00 
PRAYER-BOOKS WITH LARGE TYPE 

KEY OF HEAVEN. Epistles, Gospels. 84mo. 0 45 0 90—6 75 

KEY OF HEAVEN. Epistles, Gospels. 88mo. 0 60 0 65—1 85 

POCKET MANUAL. E&andGotp. Ob.88mo. 0 65 0 60—1 86 

WAY TO HEAVEN, THE. 86mo. 0 65 0 75—1 85 

FOR CHILDREN AND FIRST COMMUNICANTS 
BOYS' AND GIRLS 9 MISSION-BOOK. 

Large 48mo. . 0 65 0 76 
BREAD OF ANGELS. Especially Suited 

for First Communicants. By Ray. B. 

HAificaa. O.F.M. Large 48mo. 0 65 0 65—4 50 
CHILD Of* MARY, THE. Especially for 

the Use of First Communicants. 88mo. 0 46 0 95—6 00 
CHILDREN'S PRAYER-BOOK, THE. By 

Rav. P. J. Sloan. Small 32mo. 0 90 0 60 

CHILD'S PRAYER-BOOK, THE. 48mo. 0 15 0 40—0 90 
DEVOUT CHILD, THE. With 18 full-page 

illustrations sf the Mass. 48mo. 0 10 

FIRST COMMUNICANTS MANUAL. 

Small 86 mo. 0 65 0 65—9 50 
FIRST COMMUNION PRAYER-BOOK FOR 

SMALL CHILDREN. By Rav. P. J. 

Sloan. Small 89mo. 0 80 9 50 

LITTLE ALTAR BOY'S MANUAL. 0 86 0 60 
LITTLE FIRST COMMUNICANT. THE. 

By Rev. B. Hammer, O.F.M. Small 89mo. 0 95 0 66 
PIOUS CHILD, THE. With 18 full-page 

illustrations of the Mass. 48mo. 0 19 0 45 
SHORT PRAYERS FOR YOUNG CATH- 

OLICS. With Epistles and Gospels. 48mo. 0 90 0 45—1 96 

SODALIST'S VADE MECUM, THE. 82mo. 0 40 0 66 

A copy of ••Catholic Books in English" now In print In 
America and Europe will be sent on receipt of 50 cents. Bound 
In cloth, it contains over 5,000 titles and over 800 illustrations 
of authors. 
•/J« 
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